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THE 


A S cuftom  feems  to  have  laid  an  embargo  on  every  publication, 
efpecially  in  the  province  of  poetry,  unlefs  ufhered  into  the  world 
by  a few  pages  under  the  title  of  Preface,  a deviation  from  fo  ufe. 
ful,  fo  polite,  and  fo  extenfive  a practice,  is  a fault,  of  which  we 
would  wifh  by  no  means  to  be  guilty.  For  this  purpofe,  perufing 
an  immenfe  number  of  thefe  elegant  performances,  we  find  that 
the  majority  of  authors,  in  committing  their  lucubrations  to  the 
prefs,  have  been  involuntary  agents  ; and  that  it  is  entirely  owing 
to  the  urgent  requefts  and  interceffions  of  their  numerous  catalogue 
of  friends,  that  the  public  have  ever  enjoyed  the  fupreme  happi- 
nefs  of  imbibing  inftruflion  from  thefe  fountains  or  erudition,- 

which,  but  for  the  benevolent  exertions  of  thefe  very  friends,  muff 

have 
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have  unavoidably  remained  for  ever  clofed.  Fearing  this  alfo, 
from  its  unlimited  ufe,  may  have  hkewife  become  a law  of  cuf- 
torn,  not  to  be  infringed,  we  here  think  proper  to  inform  our  read- 

ei5>  th  u%  had  not  our  friends  become  fo  outrageoufiy  clamorous 
and  turbulent,  it  is  very  probable,  this  our  Brunoniad,  from  our 
great  modefty  and  trepidation,  would  have  flept  for  ages  in  u'n- 
moieued  repofe.  Should  the  preceding  fentences  feem  harlh  and 

urmarmomous  unto  any  of  our  readers,  prejudice  itfelf,weprefume 

?-iH  rca^  excufe  them,  when  informed,  that,  from  our  ignoi  ale 
m compofition  of  this  kind,  they  have  cod  us  (Specially  the  lad) 
more  trouble  and  anxiety  than  the  whole  of  our  poem.  We  fay 

the  lad,  againd  which  our  only  objection  is  this,  that  it  unluckily 
happens  to  be  profe  indead  of  poetry.  7 

Before  we  attempted  the  invocation  of  any  mufe,  we  were  ful- 
ly aware  of  the  importance  of  our  theme,  which  the  mod  invete- 
rate malevolence  will  not  dare  to  load  with  detraction  • fince  the 
heroes  thereof,  through  thelapfe  of  unnumbered  ages,  have  fudained 
die  mod  dignified  characters  in  fociety,  bowing  the  did  necks,  and 
bending  the  dubborn  knees  of  the  mod  Herculean  members’  "nd 
having  their  mandates,  whether  in  the  proper  application  of  *a  ca- 

taplafm,  or  the  exhibition  of  a purgative,  obeyed  with  as  much 
punctuality  as  ever  were  thofe  of  an  eadern  defpot. 

WC  alr“re  our  benevolent  readers,  that  it  was  with  no  fmall  con- 
cern^ that  we  raw  deeds  worthy  of  eternal  memorial  daily  tranf- 
afled  in  our  northern  regions,  and  no  inhabitant  of  ParnalTus  in- 
Iptreu  with  a noble  ardour  to  commit  them  to  poller, ty,  that  ft,. 
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ture  generations  might  take  a retrofpea  of  the  prowefs  of  their 
anceftors,  contemplate  their  virtues, 

“ Mix  in  their  deeds,  and  kindle  at  the  flame. 

This  we  affirm  to  have  been  the  foie  caufe  of  our  labours ; to 
which  we  were  further  prompted,  by  calually  glancing  upon 

« Vixere  fortes  ante  Agamemnona,  &c.” 

With  regard  to  the  genealogy  of  our  hero, we  are  extremely  foiiy 
that  we  can  offer  no  accurate  account.  Ecclefiaftical  hiftory  men- 
tions certain  pontiffs  of  the  fame  name  ; but  we  cio  not  recollect 
any  notice  taken  of  the  lineaments  of  their  countenances,  whether 
‘they  were  abftemious,  or  indulged  a little  in  certain  fluids,  which 
poffefs  a wonderful  property  in  exhilarating  the  animal  fpints, 
and  making  jovial  the  inward  man.  Moft  probably  they  did  ; for 
unto  us  it  feemeth  an  utter  impoffibility,  that  the  amazing  eficacy 
of  thefe  ineftimable  treafures,  in  ftimulating  the  orator,  and,  con- 
fequently,  propagating  the  gofpel  (which  hath  fince  received  luch 
inconteftable  proofs  in  this  our  ffiand),  fnould  efcape  the  learning 

and  ingenuity  of  a Roman  poutiff. 

Thefe  are  all  the  remarks  we  have  to  offer  upon  this  beloved 

offspring  of  our  brain;  and  we  would  willingly  flatter  ourfelf  with 

the  hopes,  that  our  readers  will  be  unanimous,  in  acknowledging 

that  the  grandeur  of  our  fong  is  fuftained  with  due  folemnity ; 

that  in  the  unity,  the  integrity,  and  the  duration  of  our  action,, 

the  characters  of  our  heroes,  and  the  machinery  of  our  poem,  we 

have  faithfully  adhered  to  the  precepts  of  our  father  Anftotle ; that 
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-we  have  m where  tranfgreffed  the  bounds  of  probability ; and, 
that  even  the  morality  of  our  work  is  fufficiently  evident,  with- 
out the  minute  inveftigation  of  a microfcopic  eye. 

Here  then  would  we  willingly  fix  the  period  of  our  labours  ; 
but  our  veneration  and  rcfpect  for  the  learned  faculty  whofe  ac- 
tions arc  the  fubjehl  of  ourfong,  are  fointenfe  and  vehement,  that 

we  cannot  deny  ourfelves  the  pleafure  of  expatiating  a little  upon 
fo  ufeful  a profeffion. 

, °Ur  fpeCulations’  of  late  yeai's?  have  been  much  engaged  among 
the  brethren  of  the  healing  art,  and  the  refult,  when  we  examine  our 
journal,  feems  to  be  as  follows  *. 

_ Alth°ugh  the  ancient!  dillinclion  of  fe£ls  be,  to  funerfi- 

eial  obfervation,  feemingly  dropt  into  oblivion,  yet  we  have  a mul- 
titude of  fails  which  evince  the  dogmatics,  the  methodics,  and  the 
empirics  to  be  ftill  remaining.  Of  the  dogmatics,  it  hath  been  our 
fortune  to  meet  with  great  numbers  : they  poffefs  many  excellent 
qualities,  of  which  their  anceftors  were  utterly  deftitute;  but  in  no- 
thing do  their  mental  faculties  appear  with  greater  fplendour  than 
m their  firm  adherence  to  any  particular  opinions  which  have 
made  more  than  ordinary  impreffions  upon  the  fenforium  com- 
mune,  rather  choofing  the  wrong  with  Galen  than  the  right  with 
Paracel fus  : fo  great  indeed  is  their  liability  (if  I may  be  allowed 
the  expreffion)  in  this  refpeff,  that  to  attempt  the  refutation  of 
any  Angle  dogma,  would  be  a talk  equally  fruitlefs,  as  to  perfuade 

a phyfician  to  diminifli  his  fee  to  fix-pence,  or  an  apothecary  to 
compound  ms  laxative  potion  for  a farthing 

o * 

Secondly ; 
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Secondly.  Neither  are  the  methodical  gentlemen  to  far  extinct 
as  many  people  are  apt  to  imagine.  Them  forefathers  attributed 
every  difeafe  (except  a few  which  were  of  a mixed  nature)  to  ei- 
ther too  great  a laxity  or  ftritture  of  the  corporeal  particles ; but 
the  fublime  philofophers  of  the  prefer*  time,  from  the  experience 
of  ages,  have  proved  this  to  be  a grots  error,  and,  by  ftrengm  oi^ 
genius,  and  laudable  induftry,  have  difcovered  the  whole  tribe  of 
difeafes  to  proceed  from  the  latter  caufe ; efpecially  m thefe  nortn- 
ern  regions,  where  the  cold,  by  obftruaing  the  pores  of  the  thin,  . 
hinders  the  efcape  of  the  perfpirable  fluid,  which,  ftagnating,  nils 
the  fyftem  with  morbific  matter,  till  vigilant  Nature  gets  the  bet- 
ter m the  conteft,  and  obliges  the  foe  to  decamp  in  the  various 
forms  of  ieprofy,  and  herpes,  and  elephantiafis,  and  gout,  and 
fcald  head,  and  fiftula  in  ano.  Accordingly,  the  eftabhfhment  of 
health  confifts  in  filling  the  ftomach  and  alimentary  canal,  at  eacn 
aperture,  with  fluids  in  the  greateft  profusion : and  then  producing 
a bride  evacuation  by  emetics  and  cathartics  ; by  winch  means, 
thefe  diligent  fcavengers  never  fail  to  render  this  principal  ftreet, 
in  the  city  of  man,  as  clean  from  all  impurities,  as  a folJier  can 
the  barrel  of  his  mufket,  or  a fcullion  her  pans  and  porridge-pots, 
by  the  affiftance  of  mops,  or  dilh-clouts,  or  any  utenfil  whatfoever. 
This  gives  them  a peculiar  right  to  the  title  or  methodics ; for 
whatever  fpecious  appearance  the  difeafe  may  afliime,  Lice  good 
Dr.  Sangrado’s  grand  catholicon,  by  the  above  plan,  the  happy  fuf- 
ferer  foon  obtains  reft  from  bis  labours.  This  tenet  of  theirs 

b . hath 
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hath  met  with  much  opposition,  but  we  imagine  it  to  have  been 
the  offspring  of  ignorance  and  prejudice  ; for  if  we  confider  that 
one  half  of  our  daily  aliment,  at  an  average,  confifts  of  folid 
food,  then  compute  the  immenfe  evaporation  and  excretion  of  va- 
rious fluids,  from  the  feveral  emunctories,  in  the  fpace  of  a fingle 
day,  we  ffiould  be  glad  to  know,  if  this  truth  be  not  manifeftly  efta- 
blilhed.  (The, diminutive  evacuation  of  faeces  deferves  not  to  be 
mentioned  ) Befides,  our  modern  chemifts  have  difcovered,  that 
the  pureff  water  itfelf  leaves  a copious  reflduumof  earth.  Doubt- 
lefs  then,  when  this  is  maturely  confidered,  no  one  will  hefitate  to 
.acknowledge  the  juftice  of  this  plan  of  cure,  and  even  laud  the 
■ enthufiafm  of  a certain  profeffional  chara&er,  in  the  Hotel  Dieu, 
who  was  juft  upon  the  point  of  purging  a dead  patien  t,  till  dif- 
fuaded  by  his  attendant  from  fo  uncommon  a meafure.  We  have 
often,  at  our  leifure  hours,  thought  upon  a cheap  fubftitute, 
which  might  be  equally  ufeful  in  each  form  of  difeafe  ; and  that 
fubftitute  is  fire.  Should  a ftricture  ever  happen  to  prevail,  from 
its  known  quality  in  expanding  all  bodies,  how  eafily,  we  may  na- 
turally conjecture,  would  it  here  produce  a beneficial  effeft.  And 
when  the  oppofite  caufe  prevails,  we  afk,  if  from  evaporation  we 
might  not  cherifh  the  moft  fanguine  hopes  of  fuccefs  ? We  are  ful- 
ly perfuaded  of  this,  from  its  analogous  effeft  upon  a bar  of  iron, 
and  a log  of  -wood. 

Thirdly.  The  empirics  we  fcarce  need  mention,  as  they  are  fuf- 
ficiently  known  to  the  moft  indolent  obferver.  T hey  are  the  moft 

honour- 
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Honourable  members  of  the  faculty,  as  they  generally  attain  the 
mod  exalted  dation,  foaring  above  their  fellows  at  lead  fix  or  twelve 
feet,  but  fometimes  double  or  triple  the  diftance,  by  the  alii  dance 
of  a curious  fufpenfory  bandage,  which  a furgeon  in  the  vicinity 
of  Newgate  hath  long  lince  obtained  a patent  for  making-  They 
have  among  them  men  of  the  greated  fagacity  and  penetration : 
nay,  we  have  had  ocular  demondration  of  their  difcovering  parts 
of  the  human  frame  by  mere  indincf,  which  efcaped  the  percep- 
tion of  the  mod  minute  anatomid,  even  by  the  affidance  of  a-rni- 
crofcope  ; alfo  of  their  pointing  out  the  feat  of  diforders,  which 
had  eluded  all  the  attempts  of  their  brethren,  by  only  infpecting 
the  urinary  fecretion,  with  as  much  facility  as  a hog  fcents  acorns. 
T'hele  gentlemen,  by  a peculiar  formation  of  their  organs,  feem  to 
have  been  formed  for  the  profeffion  by  nature ; whereas,  among 
their  learned  opponents,  it  is  purely  an  acquifition  of  art. — The 
great  Dr.  Graham  is  a member  of  this  feet ; but  however  well  his 
hanpy  ingenuity  may  have  operated  to  the  benefit  of  his  country- 
men in  other  refpebts,  we  never  could  conceive  what  utility  he 
could  podibly  hope  for  from  his  earth  baths;  till  feme  time  ago, 
finding,  in  a certain  author,  an  opinion  of  difeafe  being  produced 
by  Nature’s  being  thrud  from  her  feat,  whom  the  faculty  attempted 
to  replace  by  pufhing  at  the  anterior  fuperior,  and  poderior  infe- 
rior orifices  of  the  body,  we  conjectured,  that  perhaps  fhe  might 
have  become  more  volatile  and  capricious;  therefore,  the  fagacious 
Doftor  wasrefolved,  by  the  clofed  imprifonment,  to  confine  her  in 
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her  difordered  citadel,  till  other  neceflary  affiftance  could  be  ad- 
miniftered. 

Fourthly.  It  is  obferved,  that,  in  the  progrefs  of  civilization, 
every  Hii  end  frjence  becomes  Subdivided  into  a numerous  train 
of  feparate  departments,  and  every  operator  has  his  difimft  por- 
tion to  perform,  that  his  ingenuity  being  confined  within  a fmaller 
circle,  by  his  induftry,  it  may  the  fooner  arrive  at  perfection. 
Medicine,  we  are  happy  to  find,  is  not  dilatory  in  following  fo 
excellent  an  example.  We  have  the  * phyfician,  the  furgeon,  the 
apothecary,  and  the  man-midwife.  Here  we  fhall  remark  a 
curious  circumftance.  The  phyfician,  from  whatever  origin  he 
ma}’  ceduce  his  claim,  hath  ailumed  a flrange  fupenonty  over 
ms  brethren,  wiro  frequently,  m practice,  unite  the  four  characters 
above  mentioned  in  one ; which  time  having  rendered  venerable 
and  facred,  his  whole  office  confifts  in  tranfmitting  to  his  inferiors 
certain  written  orders,  vulgarly  called  prescriptions,  which  are 
depohted  upon  their  flrelves,  with  as  much  folemnity  as  though 
they  were  the  annals  of  empire,  which  indeed,  in  a great  meafure, 
they  are.  Strange,  that  fo  much  arrogance  fhould  noffefs  the 

it- 

human  mind!  that  an  individual,  whofe  knowledge  is  con- 
fined to  a Angle  department,  fhould,  like  the  proud  frog,  not  only 

imagine  himfelf  equal,  but  fuperior,  to  the  tremendous  ox,  who 

»» 

contains  in  himfelf  the  whole  round  of  fcience,  unimpaired,  and 
landivided  ! 


” By  this  appellation,  in  our  poem,  we  with  to  include  the  Faculty  in  general. 

Fifthly, 
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Fifthly . We  are  told  that  “ Man  is  born  to  trouble,  as  the  fparks 
“ fly  upwards.”  The  author,  no  doubt,  had  great  reafon  to  make 
this  exclamation,  his  affliction  being  very  fevere  ; and,  as  we  read 
not  of  any  member  ol  the  faculty  being  applied  to  to  acnniniltei 
the  balm  of  Gilead,  we  think  it  is  a fufficient  reafon  for  concluding 
there  were  none  in  exiftence  in  thofe  days.  But  no«,  foi  the 
welfare  of  fociety,  tempora  mutantur.  Who  can  reprefs  his  act- 
miration,  to  behold  mankind,  through  every  ftage  ol  life,  cinder 
the  immediate  protection  of  theie  tutelar  faints,  from  itnancy  to 

childhood,  from  childhood  to  hoary  hairs  ? 

O may  the  happy  feafon  haften  (and  we  prefume,  hom  tncii 
unnumbered  multitude,  that  it  is  not  far  oil),  when  the  citizen, 
cannot  turn  the  corner  of  a ftreet  without  brulhing  his  coat 
again!!  the  powdered  perriwigof  a difcipleof  Fean!  when  a grain 
of  perfpirable  matter  cannot  exhale  from  the  pores,  nor  the  paiiing 
of  a nail  fall  to  the  ground,  without  their  immediate  attention  and 

afliftance ! 

Hujus  in  adventum  jam  nunc  et  Cafpia  regna 
Refponfis  horrent  Divum,  et  Maeotia  tell  us, 

Et  feptemgemim  turfount  trcpidcL  ouiR  b»iili<, 

Many  of  our  friends  have  been  very  importunate  with  us  to 
pen  a Dedication  to  fome  illuftrious  perfonage:  we  would  wil- 
lingly  gratify  their  defires,  but,  unfortunately,  there  is  no  one  to 
whom  we  have  the  honour  to  be  known,  much  more  whom  we 
have  the  affurance  to  addrefs  in  public  : however,  as  the  bare  form 
may  probably  fatisfy  them,  we  lhall  attempt  the  performance  of 
this  arduous  talk  in  the  belt  manner  we  aie  able. 
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M Y LOR  D, 

To  attempt  a delineation  of  your  Lordfhip’s  generohty, 
your  candour,  your  genius,  your  judgment,  your  learning,  in 
' fhort,  of  every  amiable  quality  which  ennobles  your  pure  and 
exalted  mind,  would  only  expofe  the  poverty  of  language  and 
the  imperfection  of  human  genius.  When  to  thefe  we  com  Dine 
your  ineffable  modefly,  the  higheft  praife  is  prefumption,  and  the 
oroITeft  adulation  ineffectual.  You,  my  Lord,  ever  fince  that 
memorable  hour,  when  the  fagacious  Obftetrix  introduced  his 
pupil  to  the  venerable  affembly  of  fcientific  females,  have  re- 
garded me  with  that  tendernefs  and  refpect  for  which  life  itfelf 
would  be  a poor  recompenfe.  To  your  care,  my  Lord,  it  is 
owing,  that  the  bloffoms  of  genius  have  been  enabled  to  produce 
fruit.  To  you,  who,  like  a diligent  hufbandman,  dunged  and  cul- 
tivated the  barren  foil  with  rich  manure,  the  crop  returns  in  full 
maturity,  like  the  ftream  into  its  parent  ocean.  This,  my  Lord, 
the  cenforious  world  may  perhaps  think  the  effufion  of  flattery  ; 

but  my  heart  bears  witnefs,  that  I prefume  not  to  offer  what  you 

would 
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v/ould  fpurn  with  contempt  when  you  faw  the  facred  name  of 
truth  profaned.  Permit  me5  therefore,  as  an  infinitely  fmall  token 
of  gratitude,  to  depofit  beneath  your  footfiool  this  production  of 
my  leifure  hours.  But  will  your  Lordihip  indeed  defift  a fingle 
moment  from  turning  round  the  cumbrous  wheel  of  empire,  to 
regard  the  reptile  which  crawls  at  your  feet  ? I know  your  wonted 
condefcenfion,  and  am, 

With  the  greateft  humility,. 

Your  Lordship’s 

Mo  ft  humble  and  devoted  Servant,.. 


j U.LIU  8* 
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B R U N O N I A D. 


OF  NESTOR,  AND  THE  RISE  OF  BRUNO. 


A R G U M E N T. 

THE  Exordium— Invocation,  and  Panegyric  on  the  great  City— 
from  the  various  Branches  of  Science,  the  Poem  proceeded  to  Me- 
dicine, and  flideth  into  the  midft  of  Things— defcnbeth  Neftor  ex- 
alted into  the  Regions  of  Theory,  and  then  groping  in  the  Field  of 

Practice his  Trepidation  at  the  Sound  of  evil  Tidings— then,  with 

Ranidity,  the  Mufe  lingeth  the  Generation,  Conception,  and  Biun 

of  Bruno. 

The  Time  is  uncertain — the  Scene  1 ie tin  firft  at  Neftor  s Houfe 
then  change  th  to  the  Bedftde  of  Bruno— and  from  thence  evapo- 

rateth  the  Lord  knows  where. 
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CAN  T O I. 

I SING  the  man,  who,  long  in  ftrife  embroil’d, 

In  Pean’s  fchool  with  noble  ardour  toil'd, 

While  Hern  Profeffors  role,  in  lucklefs  hour. 

To  blaft  his  efforts,  and  fubdue  his  power. 

In  vain ! The  hero,  with  fuccefs  elate, 

Still  foar’d  fuperior  to  the  ftorms  of  Fate. 

Fair  Science  crown’d  him  with  her  wreath  divine, 
And  rofy  Bacchus  wav’d  his  pregnant  vine. 

Hence,  when  weak  patients  (hook  with  horrid  fear, 
Condemn’d  to  blifters,  gruel,  and  defpair, 

His  outftretch’d  arm  could  ebbing  life  fupport, 

By  powerful  whilky,  and  enlivening  port. 

But  now  his  lofs  the  languid  train  deplore. 

The  jolly  God  his  triumphs  boafts  no  more ; 

His  hero  bows  to  Fate’s  relentlefs  doom, 

And  fleeps,  unconfcious,  in  the  filent  tomb. 
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Parnaffian  Mufe,  thy  pure  ethereal  fire 
Impart,  and  all  my  glowing  bread  infpire. 

And  thou,  "great  God,  to  whom  all  arts  belong, 

Patron  alike  of  phyfic  and  of  fong ; 

Whofe  conftant  beams,  with  undimimfh'd  flame, 

In  heaven’s  wide  arch  for  ever  fhine  the  fame ; 

Say,  what  fell  demon  could  their  arms  engage, 

When  grave  phyficians  burn'd  with  ruthlels  rage? 

Friend  to  my  -foul,  whofe  ardour,  ftill  the  fame, 

No  care  can  vanquifh,  and  no  abfence  tame  ; 

To  whom  my  willing  Mufe,  with  fond  defire. 

Breath’d  the  pure  incenfe  of  her  virgin  lyre  ; 

Ah ! let  her  yet  thy  welcome  aid  obtain, 

To  nerve  her  pinions  for  a nobler  ftrain. 

Behold,  my  Garnett,  whilfl  the  trumpet’s  jar 
Gives  ruthlefs  nations  to  the  rage  of  war, 

’Mongft  Fean’s  fons,  the  dream  of  Difcord  flow. 

And  drong  Contention  make  the  mighty  bow! 

O come,  and  with  thee  bring,  in  folemn  date, 

The  bread  unruffled,  and  the  brow  fedate  ; 

Nor,  carelefs,  mine  a vulgar  talk  edeetn. 

For  grave  the  numbers,  and  augud  the  theme. 

Not  far  from  where  impending  * Arthur  fhrouds 
His  hoary  fummit  in  the  rolling  clouds; 

Where  high  the  cliffs  of  barren  Sailfbury  rife, 

Edina’s  towers  dilute  the  ambient  Ikies ; 

Here  Scotia’s  maidens,  from  their  windows,  pour 
The  fragrant  incenfe  of  the  teeming  fhower ; 

* Arthur , &c.]  Arthur’s  Seat,  a high  mountain  near  Edinburgh. 
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While  the  poor  ftranger,  all  defponding,  (hows 
The  gold  refulgent  on  his  fpatter’d  clothes  ; 

Dreads,  from  above,  the  fierce  defcending  foe, 

And  fplafhing  fords  th’  obftruQ:ing  mire  below  : 

Here,  from  afar,  he  hears,  wit.ii  hohow  roar, 

The  groaning  ocean  lafti  the  founding  fnore; 

While,  with  loud  howl,  tempelluous  Boreas  blows, 

Shakes  the  tall  roof,  and  1 weeps  the  frozen  fnows. 

Near  to  that  * dome  where  Mifery  vents  her  prayer. 
And  Pean’s  glorious  fons  at  twelve  repair ; 

Where  life’s  laft  fparks  are  fuffer’d  to  decay, 

And  legs  and  arms  remorfelefs  lopt  away, 

In  folemn  pomp  a fpacious  + fquare  appears 
Sable  with  fmoke  of  flow  revolving  years ; 

On  every  fide  majeftic  ftructures  rife, 

And  brave  the  fury  of  inclement  Ikies ; 

While  a fhrill  bell,  amid  the  lonely  tower, 

With  frequent  found,  proclaims  the  palling  hour. 

For  ages  here  hath  blooming  Science  fhone, 

And  call’d  her  crowding  pupils  round  her  throne  ; 
Philofophy,  with  high  e reeled  ftare. 

Enraptur’d  fcans  the  defert  depth  of  air ; 

Divinity,  in  fober  garb  array’d, 

Harangues  her  fons  amid  the  fociet  fhade  . 

And  pompous  Phyfic,  rob’d  in  lengthen’d  pall, 

With  notes  fonorous  fills  the  echoing  hall ; 

With  wild  invention  crowds  her  fertile  brain, 

Anxious  for  fame,  and  covetous  of  gain. 

V. 

* The  Royal  Infirmary.  + The  Univerfity. 
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Her  (Irano-e  chimeras  facred  Truth  believes, 

Till  future  time  her  children  undeceives. 

Here  dill  (he  rules  the  willing  land  in  peace, 

Stranger  to  health,  and  enemy  to  eafe ; 

Hence,  with  due  date,  fhe  idues  forth  her  laws, 

While  thoufand  pupils  murmur  loud  applaufe  : 

Hence  comes  whate’er  the  prefs  tumultuous  pours, 

Whole  loads  of  fydems,  facts  in  copious  Ihowers, 

Romantic  theories,  which  no  laws  can  bind, 

While  loitering  Practice  lingers  far  behind  ; 

The  drange  conceits  of  many  a crazy  wit, 

Myderious  rules  which  never  anfwer  d yet. 

Plence,  o’er  the  land,  in  reams  fucceeding  reams, 

Sage  Nedor’s  * fpafm,  and  + Galen’s  waking  dreams  j 
JNedor,  who  now  that  fable  garment  wore, 

Which  many  a grave  profedor  deckt  of  yore, 

WThite  as  the  milky  dove,  or  Boreal  fnows. 

His  ample  wig  around  his  fhoulders  dows. 

And  feventy  rolling  years  in  vain  control 
The  dio-hts  eccentric  of  his  daring  foul. 

From  node  fecluded,  in  his  airy  cell, 

Where  proud  Philofophy  delights  to  dwell, 

Still,  as  in  youth,  intent  on  bold  dedgns, 

Line  into  line,  and  page  to  page  he  joins; 

In  painful  dudy  yet  exhauds  his  dull 
To  form  a bolus,  and  to  mould  a pill ; 

While  full  difplay’d  before  his  raptur’d  eyes, 

A glittering  train  of  bright  ideas  rife  ; 

* Firft  Lines  of  the  Practice  of  Phyfic.  Clinical  Experiments.  % Dr.  C 1 n. 

. He 
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He  fees  how  fpafm  the  tortur’d  frame  affails, 

Alike  when  Tone  * * * § or  Atony  * prevails ; 

How  fierce  when  high  the  purple  currents  (low, 

And  how  much  fiercer  when  as  much  too  low. 

Patient  of  toil,  his  labouring  hands  i chore 
Whate’er  Germanic  Hoffman  taught  before  ; 
d Immortal  fage  ! in  whole  ftupendous  plan 
Shines  forth  a vital  principle  in  man. 

Afk  what  deltroys  the  fludent  s rofeate  bloom 
When  frowning  Fate  proclaims  the  ^ day  of  doom  ? 

Tis  fpafm,  ’tis  fpafm,  th’  exulting  hero  cries, 

And  rolls  in  majefly  his  awful  eyes. 

^ When  baleful  Febns,  with  unhallow  d breatn, 

Breathes  on  the  panting  wretch  tire  blall  of  dcaln, 


* Vigour  or  debility. 

t Immortal  fage,.  &c.]  -Before  Dr  Hoffman,  a humoral  pathology  made  great  part  of 
every  medical  fyltem ; confidering  the  human  body  as  compofed  01  different  elements, 
earth,  water,  &c.— So  that  this  profeffor  feetns  to  have  been  the  firft  who  confidered  the 
body,  as  endued  with  a vital  principle. 

v * 

j Day  of  examination  for  degrees. 

§ When  baleful  Febris , &c.]— “ The  face  and  extremities  become  pale;  the  features 
« fhrink;  the  bulk  of  every  external  part  is  diminifhed.”  First  Lines. 

« Upon  the  whole,  our  doarine  of  fever  is  explicitly  this.  The  remote  caufes  are  cer- 
“ tain  fedative  powers  applied  to  the  nervous  fyffem,  which  diminiftiing  the  energy  of 
« the  brain,  thereby  produce  a debility  in  the  whole  or  the  functions,  and  particularly 
u in  the  action  of  the  extreme  vefTels.  Such,  however,  is,  at  tne  fame  time,  the  nature  of 
“ the  animal  ceconomy,  that  this  debility  proves  an  indirea  ftimulus  to  the  fanguiferous 
u fyftem ; whence  by  the  intervention  of  the  cold  ftage,  aild  fpafm  conneaed  with  it,  the 
cc  aaion  of  the  heart  and  larger  arteries  is  increafed,  and  continues  fo  till  it  has  the  effea 
CC  of  reftoring  the  energy  of  the  brain,  and  extending  this  energy  to  the  extreme  vefTels, 

« of  reftoring  therefore  their  aaion,  and  thereby  efpecially  overcoming  the  fpafm  ar7ea» 

6 a ing 
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Afk  what  fad  caufe  contracts  his  afpecl  wan, 

And  thrinks  his  fubftance  into  half  a man, 

Till  from  each  pore  the  fvveat  break  out  amain, 
Speak  the  caufe  gone,  although  th’  effect  remain? 
Tis  fpafm,  ’tis  fpafm,  th’  exulting  hero  cries, 

And  rolls  in  majefty  his  awful  eyes. 

Next  he  beholds  the  vital  current  flream 
Through  each  foft  vifeus,  every  tender  limb ; 
Sagely  concludes,  when  in  full  tides  it  flows 
Impetuous,  from  the  ftomach,  lungs,  and  nofe, 
That  as  when  rivers  float  the  fpacious  plains, 
Swell’d  by  the  torrent  of  defeending  rains, 

Search  out  new  channels  and  new  paths  require, 

To  bid  their  roarings  ceafe,  their  waves  retire  ; 

So  in  the  vein  he  ftrikes  a gafh  profound, 

And  calms  the  flood,  by  opening  wide  the  wound. 
Again  the  fage  perceives  with  fearching  eyes, 
Through  every  nerve,  howr  quick  fenfation  flies, 
How,  by  this  medium,  Alma  Mater  feels 
When  fummer  burns,  and  freezing  winter  chills ; 

* Sees  the  foft  brain  collaps’d  and  fwell’d  by  turns, 
When  frantick  mania  roars,  or  melancholy  mourns. 

And  now,  the  caufe  explor'd,  elate  with  joy. 

The  various  cures  his  matchlefs  mind  employ. 


<c  ing  them  ; upon  the  removing  of  which  the  excretion  of  fweat, 
u laxation  of  excretories,  take  place. 


and  other  marks  of  re- 
First  Lines. 


* See  the  foft  brain,  &c.} — “When  the  Late  of  the  brain  is  any  way  preternaturally  in- 
(c  creafed,  I give  it  the  name  of  excitement:  to  that  Late  in  which  the  mobility  and  force 
ct  are  not  fufficient  for  the  ordinary  exercife  of  the  functions,  &c.  I give  the  name  of  col- 
u lapfe.” First  Lines> 

Say 
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Say  what’s  the  plan  when  patients  weak  and  poor 
Naufeate  and  vomit?  Yet  to  weaken  more. 

* When  the  pure  ftream,  by  ruihing  torrents  fed* 

Flows  copious  from  the  labouring  bofom  ? Bleed. 

If  the  dread  foe  uninjur’d  ftill  remain, 

What  next  lhall  quell  the  deluge  ? Bleed  again. 

Furious  and  wild,  when  mad  Oreiles  raves  ? 

Haile,  hafte  and  plunge  him  in  the  world  of  waves ; 

Prompt  on  his  fcalp  the  pungent  blifter  lay, 
f Or  crown  his  temples  with  their  native  clay. 

What  general  rules  fhall  fleeting  life  preferve  ? 

Vomit,  and  purge,  and  bleed,  and  fweat,  and  ftarve. 

What  fcenes,  O Neftor,  bleft  thy  fight  that  day. 

When  finifh’d  at  thy  feet  the  volumes  lay  ! 

What  floods  of  gruel  gratified  thy  foul ! 

What  heaps  of  bliflers  fwarm’d  from  pole  to  pole ! 

What  hofls  of  night-caps  then  befieg’d  thy  door ! 

What  crowds  of  lancets  drank  of  human  gore  5 
While  thy  rapt  eyes  beheld,  in  trance  divine, 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fuppliants  at  thy  fhrine. 

Eafed  from  his  toil,  the  learned  fage  awhile 
Bafk’d  in  the  beams  of  Fortune’s  tempting  fmile ; 

High  on  his  table  fmok’d  the  mighty  chine, 

And  his  glafs  fparkled  with  the  rofy  wine. 

* When  the  pure  Jlream , &c.] — In  fpeaking  of  fpitting  of  blood,  “ this  is  to  be  induflri* 
« oufly  taken  off  by  blood-letting,  in  greater  or  fmaller  quantity,”  &c.  First  Lines. 

-J-  Or  crown  his  temples , &c.]— c{  The  application  of  the  noted  day-cap,”  This  is  pro- 
pofed  as  a remedy  in  mania. 

He 
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He  faw  opinion,  with  ungovern’d  fway, 

From  brain  to  brain  impetuous  work  its  way. 

Each  phantom  of  his  vifionary  head, 

From  hall  to  hall,  with  quick  progreffion  fpread, 
Proof  ’gainft  all  rage,  and  firm  ’gainft  all  defence. 
Thrill’d  on  each  nerve,  and  gain’d  on  every  feme, 
That  Theory’s  felf  all  hail’d  the  genial  hour ; 
Profeffors  flept,  and  fludents  thought  no  more. 

But  while  his  thoughts  on  future  glories  rove, 
Swift  came  the  fatal  hour  ordain’d  by  Jove: 

Fame,  while  ferene  he  fhar’d  the  fweet  repaft, 

From  trump  tremendous  blew  a hideous  blaft, 
Nunciate  of  Bruno:  at  the  dreadful  found 
Old  Rekey’s  courts  rebellow’d  all  around. 

And  Glafgow  trembled  at  the  gull  profound. 

* As  great  Alcides,  crown’d  with  hoftile  Ipoil, 

(When  graz’d  his  herds  Hefperia’s  fertile  foil) 

With  liarting  horror  faw,  expos’d  to  day, 

The  yawning  den  where  fiery  Cacus  lay  ;i 
f As  flood  Dbmitius  with  erefled  hair, 

When  the  prophetic  ox  bawl’d  “ Rome  beware 
So,  chill’d  with  terror,  phyfic’s  lord  appear  d. 
Shrunk  from  the  blaft,  and  trembled  as  !he  heard  ; ■ 
Wedg’d  in  his  throat  the  half-ehew’d  m or  fel  flood. 
And  o’er  his  robe  the  gliding  gravy  flow’d ; 


1 
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* See  Virgil,  lib.*  vui.  ' ‘ ",  f 

t Bello  etiam  Punico  fecundo  cbnftitit  Cn.  Domitio  Boveni  dixifle,  cave  tibi  Roma. 

Valer.  Maxim. 
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pallid  as  death,  the  hero  breathes  no  more, 

And,  thundering,  falls  extended  on  the  floor. 

Quick  to  his  aid  th’  officious  fervants  fly, 

And  to  his  nofe  the  pungent  halts  apply ; 

One  plung'd  his  feet  within  the  tepid  wave., 

The  tafleful  cordial  while  another  gave ; 

A third  more  {kill'd  the  circling  fillet  bound. 

And  in  the  vein  infix’d  a dext'rous  .wound. 

Rous’d  at  the  fmarting  ftroke,  his  head  he  rears, 

Unfolds  his  orbs,  and  wild  around  him  flares. 

Omnifcient  Mufes!  ye  whole  fouls  fublime 
Pierce  the  long  records  of  revolving  time ! 

When  empires  fall,  when  haughty  monarchs  bow, 

When  crifes  happen,  when  the  pulfe  beats  low; 

Relate  your  hero’s  birth,  what  figns  appear  d, 

The  matron’s  call  when  chafte  Lucina  heard  ; 

With  ready  eye  the  glorious  feafon  fcan, 

And  bring  ab  ovo  the  illuflrious  man : 

For  vain  to  fuch  attempt,  a mortal  tongue. 

Or  lungs,  as  thoufand  pealing  mortars  ftrong. 

Far  where  the  boreal  world  repels  the  main, 

And  Scotia’s  fhepherd  tends  his  fleecy  train  ; 

Remote  from  crowds,  reclufe  from  noify  care, 

Connubial  pleafures  blefl  an  aged  pair . 

Long  had  they  wifh’d,  but  wifh’d  as  long  in  vain, 

For  labours  pafl  feme  kind  reward  to  gam  : 

Grim  Fate,  relentlefs,  fcorn’d  the  earned  prayer. 

And  toft  the  finer  particles  in  air ; , 

Till  potent  opium’s  all  diffufive  charm, 

Fraught  with  full  power,  with  glowing  rapture  warm, 

‘ G 2 From 
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From  every  cell  the  rufhing  fluid  flied, 

And  lodg’d  the  atoms  in  tli  enlivening  bed. 

Then  nightly  Fancy,  at  th’  accuftom’d  hour, 

Sav/  o’er  the  couch  terrific  vifions  lower ; 

Fligh  from  its  fource  home  branching  pine  up  grew, 
Some  fiery  meteor  ftruck  th’  affrighted  view, 

Some  ftrange  produ6tion  of  no  mortal  make, 

Some  hydra  fierce,  fome  Efculapian  fnake  ; 

While  the  rude  boy,  impatient  for  the  day. 

In  his  dark  dome,  a re  file  fs  captive  lay, 

Oft  from  his- parent  drew  the  plaintive  fqueal, 

And  kick’d  his  Cavern  with  indignant  heel ; 

O 5 

Till  the-  ninth  welcome  moon  reveal’d,  ferene. 

The  eve  predefin'd  for  the  mighty  fcene. 

He  comes ! lie  comes  ! the  fuming  caudle  bear, 

The  wine,  the  fugar,  nor  the  nutmeg  fpare ; 

He  comes ! — Far  he  rice  be  inftruments  profane. 

The  death  of  mortals,  and  the  fource  of  pain  : 

Hence  take  the'*  forceps,  whofe  inhuman  claw 
Strikes  the  meek  virgin  with  religious  awe  ; 

Hence  the  curft*  crotchet,  whofe  tremendous  pull 
Tears  up  the  deep  receffes  of  the  fcull : 

Some  hand,  benignant,  calm  the  defp’rate  fray. 

And  lead  the  wand’rer  on  his  my  flick  way. 

Tis  done  ! 'tis  done  ! the  welcome  found  I hear. 

The  infant  accents  ftrike  th’  aftonifh’d  ear  ! 

Hark  ! to  his  notes  the  tottering  manfioh  fliakes  ! 

Lo  ! at  his  voice  th’  afionilh’d  matron  quakes,. 

•'  Obftetrical  inflajmcnts. 
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While  her  fage  tongue  foretels  his  wondrous  doom. 

And  talks  prophetic  of  the  years  to  come  ! 

Clofe  by  the  bed  the  great  obfletrix  flood, 

Fixt  like  a flaring  ftatue  made  of  wood ; 

Stupid  with  deep  amaze;  a rueful  wight, 

In  apron  black,  and  bed-gown  fair  bedight : 

Trembled  thofe  hands  renown’d  for  bloody  war. 

When  midnight  groans  requir'd  their  helpful  care  ; 

Shook  that  wife  head  where  fecret  knowledge  lay. 

In  heaps  of  noftrums,  which  abhorr’d  the  day ; 

Mute  that  loud  tongue  which  ne’er  was  mute  before. 

And  e’en  the  glittering  guinea  pleas’d  no  more. 

Calm  ’midft  the  fcene  the  peaceful  parent  fmil’d. 

And  preft  within  her  arms  the  lufty  child  ; 

He  as  the  months  on  eafy  footfleps  flew, 

Large  and  more  large  in  bulk  and  ftature  grew : 

No  feeble  pap  fond  Nature’s  wants  fupplied, 

No  huggifh  milk  the  vigorous  ftomach  cloyed  ; 

But  pure  Geneva  fed  the  vital  flame, 

And  bold  evolv’d  the  unexampled  frame. 

Nor  let  the  men  whofe  lives  from  year  to  year 
Are  one  dull  courfe  of  gruel  and  fmall  beer, 

With  haughty  fcorn  the  lib’ral  plan  furvey, 

Or  turn  contemptuous  from  this  upright  way. 

To  them  in  vain  all-bounteous  Nature  gave 
The  fpark  ethereal,  generous,  great,  and  brave  : 

Ne’er  did  the  goblet,  crown’d  with  purple  wine. 

Their  breads  exalt  to  ecftafy  divine  ; 

In  languid  filence  life  rolls  flowly  on, 
joy  never  felt,  and  for  row  fcarcely  known. 
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Till  drowfy  Apathy,  with  afpecl  wan, 

Waves  her  pale  wand,  and  vegetates  tne  man. 

Hail,  parent  Bacchus  ! whole  infpiring  juice 
Can  nobler  views,  lublimer  thoughts  inlufe  ; 

’Tis  thine  alone  t’  evolve  the  filken  chain, 

* Where  life  half  viewlefs  holds  her  weak  domain ; 
Where  the  dim  fpeck  its  little  orb  difplays, 

’Tis  thine  the  pure  enlivening  flame  to  raiie . 

’Tis  thine,  when  youth  rolls  round  his  rapid  {beams, 
To  fwell  the  mufcles,  and  expand  the  limbs. 

While  Age  himfelf,  from  pain  and  ficknefs  free. 

Lolls  in  his  eafy  chair  and  praifes  thee. 

Twas  hence,  great  Bruno,  thy  untutor’d  mind 
Left  the  dull  load  of  matter  far  behind  ; 

Led  to  inebriate  at  the  rofy  fpring, 

Thy  dauntlefs  genius  ftretch’d  its  ample  wing. 

Hence,  like  the  well- hoop’d  calk,  a gulph  profound  l 
Thy  bold  abdomen  fwells  a fpacious  round  : 

Hence,  fure  expulfion  of  all  vexing  care, 

The  large  carbuncle  gilds  thy  forehead  fair : 

Hence  through  thy  veins  th’  exalted  mixture  flows. 
And  hence  the  crimlon  honours  of  thy  nofe. 

What  daring  bard  lhall  ling  in  equal  lays 
The  boundlefs  triumphs  of  thy  riper  days  ? 

Didft  thou  not  range  well  pleas’d  the  calm  retreat. 

And  balk  fecure  at  Pean’s  awful  feet  ? 

Whence  thy  great  mind  all  various  knowledge  drew, 
That  e’er  the  Coan  fage  or  Galen  knew  ; 


* Alluding  to  the  embryo,  which  for  fome  time  is  almoft  invifioie,  and  appears  lTo  a 


finall  fpsek. 
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Rov’d  thro’  the  tangling  wildernefs  with  care, 

* Where  moift  and  dry  held  everlafting  war. 

Then  face  to  face  beheld  abhorr’d  difeafe, 

Ere  yet  thy  guilty  pocket  clink’d  with  fees ; 

Till  the  fage  Doctor,  o’er  thy  patient  head 
From  the  full  urn,  the  oil  of  gladnefs  fhed. 

And  fent  thee  forth,  from  college-duty  free, 

Crown’d  with  the  gorgeous  title  of  M.  D. 

’T was  then  thy  hand  far  happier  views  difplav’d ; 

5Twas  then  thy  feet  thro’  fcenes  eccentric  ftray’d. 

Tir’d  of  the  tedious  toil,  thine  eyes  no  more 
From  fhelf  to  fhelf  o’er  dutty  volumes  pore : 

Behold  ! unflieath  d the  dreadful  pen  appears, 

To  blot  the  labours  of  two  thou  land  years. 

Each  virgin  page  the  flood  of  ink  invades, 

And  o’er  the  quire  fpreads  thick  its  deep’ning  {hades. 

•j'Lo!  father  Stimulus,  with  confcious  pride, 

Leads  brifk  Excitement  finding  by  his  fide  ; 

Swift  as  the  meteor  of  a hummer’s  fky, 

From  land  to  land,  from  ftiore  to  fhore  they  fly. 

The  welcome  found  each  hungry  patient  hears, 

And  from  his  head  the  fordid  night-cap  tears  ; 

* 

* Alluding  to  their  fyftems  of  medicine,  where  the  four  elements,  fire,  air,  earth,  and 
water,  were  confidered  as  conftituting  the  elementary  particles  of  the  body,  with  their 
qualities,  hot,  cold,  moift,  and  dry. 

f Dr,  Brown  gives  the  denomination  of  excitability  to  that  principle  which  diftin- 
guifhes  living  from  dead  matter ; food  taken  into  the  ftomach,  air,  and  other  things  a&ing 
thereupon,  he  ftyles  exciting  or  ftimulant  powers ; their  effedt  in  producing  pailion,  emo- 
tion, &c.  he  calls  excitement.  cc  Proprietas  per  quam  agunt,  incitabilitas  dicenda  ; ipfte 
« poteftates  incitantes  nominandae, — Poteftatum  incitantium  in  incitabilitatem  agendum, 
« effe&us  incitatio  nuncupandus.”  Vide  Elementa  Medicinae. 
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Unbinds  the  fillet  from  the  turgid  vein, 

And  lile  rekindling  lights  the  eyes  again. 

With  angry  orbs  incens’d  profeflbrs  glare, 

And  frown  indignant  on  th’  unwelcome  pair. 

As  o’er  fome  favoury  bone,  with  prick’d-up  ears, 

When  fwarm  the  yelping  multitude  of  curs  ; 

Each  ftriving  in  the  fweet  repaft  to  fhare, 

With  wide-ftretch’d  jaws,  they  pull,  they  tug,  they  tear; 

II  chance  fome  maftiff  fnuflf  the  feented  gale, 

And  pafs  the  brethren  of  the  bufhy  tail ; 

Firm  they  the  offal  grafp,  fome  loudly  howl, 

Some  grin,  fome  fnarl,  fome  bark,  fome  fwear,  fome  growl ; 
The  lordly  beafl,  regardlefs  of  the  fray. 

Bold  and  majeftic  ftalks  his  de (lin’d  way. 

• x < • - . ■ ■ j { i ’ I 
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THE  GENERAL  COUNCIL. 


ARGUMENT. 


is  forely  troubled  with  the  Cardialgia — leapeth  out  of 


Bed  at  an  unfeafonable  Hour,  and  fummoneth  his  Aflociates  to 

Council — the  Catalogue  of  the  Heroes — their  Debate,  wherein 

Stentor  rageth  vehemently,  and  terrifieth  the  Senate  with  the  Blaze 
of  Arms. 

The  Time  from  four  till  ten  o’Clock  in  the  Morning — The  Scene 
chiefly  in  the  Synagogue. 
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C A N T O il. 

that  glad  morn,  when  ruin’d  man  to  fave 
His  riling  Saviour  left  the  gloomy  grave  ; 

Whilft  fable  Darknefs  held  her  general  reign 
O’er  the  damp  earth  and  o’er  the  flumbering  main ; 

At  that  dull  hour  when  Lefbia,  charming  dame  ! 

With  empty  pockets  quits  th’  unlucky  game  ; 

Bold  Neftor  lay,  with  anxious  cares  oppreft, 

Sleep  fled  his  eyes,  and  peace  forfook  his  breaft  ; 

Watchful  he  tofs’d,  all  filent  and  alone  ; 

And  the  ftrain’d  bedftead  echo’d  groan  for  groan. 

Anon  light  flumbers  gave  a fliort  repofe, 

Then  o'er  his  foul  tumultuous  vifions  rofe  ; 

Frantick  with  rage  he  fees,  with  wild  alarm, 

Vindiftive  Bruno  raife  his  horrid  arm ; 

Each  doughty  champion  flies  with  one  accord, 

And  fuppliant  Phyflc  owns  her  potent  lord. 

D 2 . He 
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He  wakes — and  next  the  fcreaming  owl  he  hears 
With  hideous  accent  greet  his  frighten’d  ears. 

Stunn’d  with  the  found,  his  bitter  fate  he  wails, 

And  raves,  and  fwears,  and  gnaws  his  bloody  nails. 
Juft  as  fome  patient  on  his  mournful  bed, 

Scour'd  by  cathartics,  and  on  water  fed, 

When  wild  Delirium,  with  tempeftuous  hand, 

O’er  Reafon’s  empty  palace  holds  command  ; 
Loudly  he  roars,  and,  with  refiltlefs  fway, 

Like  lightning  hurls  his  gallipots  away  ; 

Till  his  bound  hands  and  (haven  pate  declare. 

With  Fean’s  lufty  fons  how  vain  the  war. 

Thus  Neftor  ftorm’d  ; then,  with  a furious  bound. 

Forth  from  his  couch  he  darted  on  the  ground ; 
Rob’d  in  a moment,  with  his  project  big, 

He  mov’d  with  vaft  magnificence  of  wig  ; 

And,  all  regardlefs  of  the  facred  day, 

Quick  to  his  comrades  took  his  ready  way. 

His  folemn  voice  requir’d,  with  fpeedy  care, 

Each  to  the  hall  immediate  to  repair. 

They  know  what  pangs  the  hero’s  peace  deftroy, 
And  his  loud  call  obey  with  friendly  joy. 

This  talk  difcharg’d,  he  next  prepares  to  go 
Where  the  huge  * bridge  o’erhangs  the  vale  below, 
What  time  the  waning  moon,  with  trembling  beam, 
O’er  t Calton’s  fummit  caft  a fainter  gleam. 

Thro’  fpacious  | directs  he  next  his  way  purfues, 
Wet  with  the  wint’ry  morn’s  furrounding  dews ; 


* The  north  bridge  at  Edinburgh, 


t A mountain  near  ditto. 


t The  new  town. 

Nor 
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Nor  ftopt  till  near  that  noble  fane  he  came, 

Whofe  facred  walls  bear  * Andrew's  hallow’d  name: 

Here  Hands  a + fabrlck,  built  of  mafly  Hone, 

And  fage  phyficians  claim  it  for  their  own. 

High  in  the  dome  great  Pean  takes  his  feat, 

And  Python  bleeds  for  ever  at  his  feet. 

Here,  with  due  pomp,  are  wife  difcoveries  read. 

And  cafes  given  of  thoufand  patients  dead. 

Vers’d  in  the  art,  each  worthy  member  draws 
Crowds  of  effects  from  ev’ry  tingle  caufe. 

Each  here  his  windy  elocution  fhowers, 

On  jalap’s  rage,  and  opium’s  numerous  powers. 

AtliirH  for  fame,  here  rare  Invention  teems 
With  novel  plans  and  innovating  fchemes  ; 

Above  the  reft  while  each  pretender  brags 
Of  oils  and  balfams,  glitter-pipes  and  bags. 

Here  Neflor  enters,  takes  the  chair  of  Hate, 

And  waits  with  anxious  bread  the  bold  debate: 

Nodded  his  hoary  head  with  palfied  age, 

His  eye-balls  flaih’d  with  unextinguifh’d  rage  : 

And  perch’d  above,  within  the  lofty  room, 

Stern  Difcontent  difplay’d  her  harpy  plume. 

While  thus  oppretl  with  rage,  and  grief,  and  fear, 

Th’  unfolding  doors  proclaim  th’  aflociates  near. 

Say,  Mufe,  who  fird,  who  lad  with  tranfport  ran, 

Who  fill’d  the  rear,  who  fparkled  in  the  van. 

Great  j:  Stentor  enter’d  firfl,  with  rolling  eyes. 

And  full  fed  paunch  of  round  capacious  fize. 

+ The  college  of  phyficians.  $ Dr.  M— n o. 

Grimly 


* St,  Andrew’s  church. 
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Grimly  be  finil’d,  as  born  for  mighty  fway, 

As  on  his  arm  the  weight  of  empire  lay. 

Well  was  he  {kill’d  his  burnifh’d  arms  to  wield, 

And  fpread  with  mangled  limbs  the  bloody  fieiu, 
When  loath  feme  Gangrene  all  her  force  had  fnown, 
Or  Caries  flow  confum’d  the  blacken  d bone. 

Each  dark  arcanum  he  could  well  explain, 

Of  mufcle,  membrane,  cartilage,  and  vein. 

Oft  neath  his  hand  the  fuppliant  victim  bled, 

And  oft  his  knife  had  galh’d  th’  unconfcious  dead. 
I-Ie  knew  where’er  the  purple  current  ftray’ci. 
Where  heart  and  liver,  lungs  and  ftomach  laid. 

His  fearching  eye  the  fecret  mode  divin’d, 

How  each  dull  brute  can  propagate  its  kind  ; 

Knew  how  ideas  fill  the  paffive  brain, 

In  diff’rent  minds  why  diff’rent  paffions  reign  ; 
Why  no  complaints  could  modeft  Daphne  move, 
While  fad  Eliza  burn’d  with  hopelefs  love. 

With  pond’rous  llaff,  next  * Paracelfus  came, 

In  chemic  arts  who  boalts  unequall’d  fame. 

His  modeft  afpect  call  upon  the  ground, 

Inftant  he  paft,  as  fixt  in  thought  profound. 
Difputes  he  fhunn’d,  nor  car’d  for  noify  lame  ; 
And  peace  for  ever  was  his  darling* aim. 

None  better  knew  to  raife  the  glowing  fire, 

And  bid  the  pungent  volatiles  afpire. 

Sound  his  opinion,  and  his  judgment  i are, 

Of  falts  and  earths,  of  fulphur  and  of  air. 
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Calm  in  the  hall  he  took  his  peaceful  feat. 

In  philofophic  lore  not  Bruno’s  felf  more  great. 

Tall  as  the  Highland  fir ; with  thund’ring  Bride 
Which  fhook  the  port,  and  echo’d  far  and  wide, 

* Machaon  enter’d  : o’er  his  learned  head 
Fe  w fcatter’d  hairs  in  rude  diforder  fpread, 

By  ftudy  thinn’d  ; all  ornament  he  fcorn’d, 

Nor  with  broad  wig  his  naked  fcalp  adorn'd. 

In  theory’s  mazy  paths  his  mighty  mind 
Excell’d,  and  left  his  fellows  far  behind. 

In  praflice  great,  his  quick  unerring  hand 
Sent  many  a wretch  to  Pluto’s  dreary  Brand. 

Say,  pale  Edina,  fay,  for  thou  canft  tell, 

Beneath  his  arm  what  mighty  numbers  fell  ? 

Prim  as  the  {lately  virgin  of  threefcore, 

In  long  red  cloak,  with  hands  acrofs  before, 

Auld  Galen  f came,  at  whofe  tremendous  flare 
Health  flood  aghafl,  a piflure  of  defpair. 

In  ancient  paths,  with  cautious  flep,  he  flrays, 

And  mourns  the  Bate  of  thefe  degenerate  days. 

He,  when  exhauBed  art  has  drain’d  each  vein, 

With  fage  command  can  bleed  and  bleed  again. 

Cull’d  with  inceflant  care,  his  fhelves  are  fill’d 
With  all  the  various  phyfic  of  the  field  ; 

Gums,  roots,  and  leaves,  his  con  Bant  thoughts  employ : 
PlaiBers  and  unguents  are  his  only  joy. 

Plac’d  in  his  eafy  chair,  he  daily  cants 
Of  tonics,  cardiacs,  and  refrigerants  ; 

* Dr.  Gr— g— y.  f Dr.  H— m— e, 
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And  lordly  boafts  their  vail  effe&s  to  Chow, 

Which  none  e’er  knew,  or  ever  wifh’d  to  know. 

Laft  of  the  chiefs,  along  the  hall  there  came, 

In  Client  pomp,  a noble  child  of  Fame. 

He  Doffor  call'd,  by  thofe  of  heavenly  birth;  , 

* But  known  by  + Andreas  ’mongft  the  fons  of  earth. 

His  plenteous  ink  flows  forth  in  fable  ftreams, 

And  his  brain  labours  with  extenfive  themes. 

From  year  to  year  whate’er  the  harveft  yields. 

What  faffs  afford,  or  maudlin  fancy  builds, 

Squeez’d  by  his  efforts  into  pigmy  room. 

Salutes  the  public  in  a Angle  X tome. 

Thefe  men  of  might  came  polling  all  along  ; 

Follow’d  behind  a bold  tumultuous  throng. 

In  fllence  doom’d  to  perifh  and  to  fade, 

O’er  whom  Oblivion  threw  her  deepeft  fliade. 

Couch’d  in  the  grafs,  as  when  the  timid  hare 
Hears  the  loud  hounds  come  baying  from  afar, 

Thro’  the  ftill  breeze  attends  the  diftant  cry. 

And  o’er  the  meadows  turns  her  rolling  eye  : 

So 'ftill,  fo  mute,  the  reverend  fenate  fat, 

When  Neftor  rofe  from  off  the  chair  of  ftate ; 

Pois’d  in  his  hands  four  large  § octavos  hung  ; 

And  thus  he  pour’d  the  thunder  of  his  tongue. 

“ Careful  and  anxious  for  the  public  weal, 

“ I fpeak  what  grief  forbids  me  to  conceal; 

*But  known  by  Andreas , &c.} Hiftory  informs  us  of  certain  phyficians  of  this  name, 

from  whom  our  hero  is  doubtlefs  a lineal  defcendant. 

4 E)r.  D nc— n.  t Medical  Commentaries.  § Firft  Lines,  &c. 
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“ *uU  ,We11  ye  know  impending  ruin  threats 
<£  q-Ur  a^S’  cu^oms>  and  our  ancient  feats, 

o"“’v  , Tlh  rage’  a,ld  mighty  fame, 

1 vaunting  foe  exalts  aloft  his  name. 

“ Lo  ! to  his  door  what  trooping  Undents  crowd, 

Bold  in  his  caufe,  and  in  his  praifes  loud  ! 

n now,  een  now,  they  flun  with  deaf’nino-  founds 
And  wine  and l whttey  every  tongue  refounds 

* Eefn  ? 7 ' e‘‘e  Spafm>  With  l“gmd  head, 

“ AnVdrf  bel°Td  t0meS’  br°Ught  forth  with  Pain, 

And  drawn  with  trouble  from  my  labouring  brain, 

i from  the  fhelf,  their  good  old  caufe  give  o’er 
And  Neftor  rule  o’er  Pean’s  fons  no  more. 

How  long,  my  friends,  lhall  facred  juftice  hand, 
nd  hold  the  luted  lightning  in  her  hand? 

M JLf  wkolefome  oonnfel  guide  the  prefent  hour: 
i e,  peak,  refolve,  while  time  allows  the  power  ” 
He  ceas  d ; and  ftraight  refum’d  his  chair  a<rain  ; 
hen  from  his  fnulf-box  drew  the  pungent  grain.  ’ 
ext  rom  the  crowd  two  meaner  members  rife 
Eager  to  fpeak,  and  anxious  to  advife  : 

But  Stentor  rear’d  aloft  his  awful  head  • 

They  knew  their  rightful  lord,  and  fwift  obey’d 

Sternly  he  roll’d  his  glowing  eyes  around, 

Then  from  his  lips  broke  forth  a roaring  found, 

Loud  as  the  voice  the  godlike  doftor  fends, 

WhT  f C ifr°T  ?Sh  h'S  foverei8n  noftrums  vends  ; 

While  frolic  Andrew  trips  with  fly  grimace, 

Unloads  the  box,  and  founds  his  mailer’s  praife. 
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<c  Let  others  {brink  with  terror,  what  care  I, 

“ Who  heaven  and  earth,  and  Bruno’s  felf  defy! 

<c  Can  he,  alas  ! with  plain,  though  fpecious  tale, 

“ O’er  Phyfic’s  laws  and  Phy lie’s  fons  prevail  ? 

“ What,  if  in  arguing  he  exert  his  powers, 

“ Till  pliant  Rhetoric  (hall  exhauft  her  ftores? 

“ Say,  cannot  we  proclaim  his  doflrines  wrong, 

“ With  louder  voice,  and  more  extent  of  tongue? 

“ What,  if  on  Nature’s  laws  he  ceafelefs  call, 

“ And  Truth,  fome  phantom  of  his  crazy  foul? 

“ Nature  {hall  yield  to  arguments  like  mine ; 

“ Her  laws  be  bent  to  aid  the  great  defign. 

“ Should  this  be  fcorn’d,  our  potent  arm  affails, 

“ And  force  converts  where  elocution  fails  ; 

“ Sufficient  will  our  dauntlefs  ftrength  be  found, 

Ct  To  hurl  th’  imperious  boafter  to  the  ground. 

“ There  let  him  prate  of  fyftems  if  he  can, 

“ When  Dura-Mater  feels  the  fierce  trepan, 

“ When  the  ftern  captive  mourns  the  hideous  flaw, 

“ And  the  fkull  fmoaks  beneath  the  whirling  faw.” 

He  fat ; and  Paracelfus  by  his  fide, 

Thrice  drove  to  fpeak,  and  thrice  his  voice  denied  ; 

For  at  that  hour,  on  fome  great  work  defign’d, 

Lip-ht  burft  refiftlefs  on  his  daring  mind. 

Machaon  then  : “ If  what  my  feeble  voice 
“ Can  dictate,  yet  may  influence  your  choice, 

“ All  war  (hall  ceafe,  and  Peace,  with  olive  wand, 

“ Yet  rule  our  councils,  and  yet  fway  our  land. 

“ Let  all  our  friends,  well- arm’d  with  cold  difdain, 

“ Aflume  new  courage,  and  conceal  their  pain  ; 

“ Call 
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“ And  Zow  MreJ'8!"  C°W'mPtl,ous  eye, 

r m ,i  , ' 15  "01,v  volumes  by  ■ 

..  F‘  ' m a"wrath  a"d  jealous  anger  wave 

tL  m makes  “K  *>»ard  W 

And  1 v " & dd  fludents  venerate  the  fchools 

nd  dCani  to  profit  by  their  > i ’ 

Vers’d  in  th^  l Y meir  maftors  rules.” 

With  r n i anSuaSe  of  his  native  land 
to.  fpeclacles  on  nofe  and  of  n , ’ 

" Yea,”  Galen  cried  I r’  afpe6i  bland  * 

“ (Unflain'd  with  bktod)  at*'  ngll‘  t0  dare 
“ Youth,  friends,  is  apt  to  err'  ‘and"'0^ 

: zzr the  ^ ^ 7SL  re  10  ^ 

<{  v * } - £ * <1 1 cige  ni  and  p'nWe 

‘ * CSS  Ihorf  f te  GrT  fUng  = 

trrdrthLd^^«X 

A ’ loud  for  Peace>  I choofe  not  ooen  war 

Age  humbles  all  the  hnM  \ • 

on.  t r bold>  unnerves  the  ftrono- 

o had  ye  feen  this  arm,  when  ftr-e  V 

..  lid 

“ B«  here  fuceefi  ouZiZZ'dl  ^ 

“ The  r-ili  f.  n , noatted  art  denies; 

■*  ‘lC  P’n  rails  harmlefs  vain  tha  „ .•  , • 

ic  tv]  ,i  ‘ ’ potion  lies  * 

“ Th  r tfir  d’  ?TM  Fate  “mmand, 

“ Behold  I!  “ d CJ°mbat  ha”d  hand.”  ' 
Whofe  courage  of,  in  deeds  of  battle  ^ 

V'“  b"™’  lonS"'  Hippoeratei'  firil  Apborifi, 
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<c  Unknown  to  coward  Fear  or  pale  Difmay, 

Boldly  dares  go  where  Fortune  fhews  the  way. 
Gods  • (hall  great  Pean’s  Ions,  a generous  ram. 
Of  Chance,  or  Fate,  or  tott'ring  Age : complain  * 

“ And  now  attend  : by  this  dread  blade  A wear, 
t.  \yar  {hall  fucceed,  war  be  our  only  care. 

« Nor  will  1 ceafe,  till  in  his  own  domain. 

The  fuppliant  foe  for  mercy  plead  in  vain  ; 

Till  at  my  feet  embowell’d  Bruno  he, 

And  from  the  land  each  cur  it  adherent  fly. 

This  my  eftablifh’d  will,  let  none  gamiay, 

But  wait  expectant  for  the  dreadful  day 
“ And  I will  point  the  path.”  Fie  furious  faid 
And  from  his  fide  unfheath’d  a dreadful  - blade, 
Which  at  his  aged  grandfire’s  feftive  board. 

Inur’d  to  toil,  had  limbs  and  (boulders  gor  a. 

This  to  his  fon  confign’d  the  carefu  ne, 

When,  fmooth’d  and  temper’d  in  the  forming  -U  , 
Its  poli fil’d  edge  perform’d  the  matters  wih. 
When  glad  occafion  call’d  him  forth  to  kill ; 

And  now  by  Stentor’s  royal  fide  it  gleams, 

The  dread  of  patients,  and  the  death  of  limbs. 
Brandifh’d  aloft,  it  flounflid  round  his  hcaa,  ^ 
And  the  mute  fenate  quak’d  with  mortal  c.reaa; 
Till  potent  to  relume  the  vital  flame, 

Swift  to  their  aid  + Vis  Medicatnx  came. 
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She,  when  Difeafe  has  brought  the  fuff’rer  low. 
With  healing  hand  can  bid  new  vigour  glow. 
Yet  oft  capricious,  fhe  her  aid  denies. 

And  quits  the  doleful  bed  where  Mifery  lies ; 
While  fage  phyficians,  when  Fate  points  the  hour, 
Leave  the  expiring  patient  to  her  power. 

^iov\  ftorming  uproar  fhook  the  dome  around. 
And  faints  at  Andrew’s  trembled  at  the  found. 

As,  with  expanded  wings,  portending  rain, 
i he  clam  rous  geefe  fkim  o’er  the  level  plain  ; 

So  thefe  aloud  their  thund’ring  voices  tried, 

And  hoarfe  Contention  rung  from  fide  to  fide, 
i ill  :\eftoi , with  a frown,  commanded  peace  : 

The  tumult  fettles,  and  the  clamours  ceafe. 

“ My  mind*  what  methods  dubious  to  purfue, 

“ Llke  the  poiz’d  balance,  wavering  to  and  fro, 

/i  t length  unto  Machaon’s  voice  inclines, 

In  whofe  advice  perfuafive  wifdom  fihines.” 

Now  from  the  empty  hall  they  hafte  away  ; 

But  murin’ ring  Stentor  mourn’d  the  fatal  day. 

And  as  his  leathern  ears  dull  Balaam  hangs, 

When  his  tough  hide  the  wooden  cudgel' bangs ; 

So,  from  the  door,  his  gloomy  fteps  he  bent,° 

And  pour’d  incelfant  curfes  as  he  went. 


“ they  called  Nature  ; and  the  language  of  a Vis  Medicatrix,  or  Confervatrix  Nature  ha; 
continuea  m the  fchools  of  medicine  from  the  moft  ancient  times  to  the  prefent/’  ’ 

First  Lines, 


■Hf 


- ' 


* 


s 


* 


I 


¥' 


* 


the 


u N o N 


i A 


m 


RKVI,L  op  ssruxo,  AND  the  divination  of  stentor. 
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HE  AutIl0r‘s  EioS7  the  fublirne  Art  of  He alino-—!  • p 

VPef‘  f°fR‘he  DayS  wWd’  *"  P-W*  defcribeth  .hc  noZnli 
O-g-cs  of  Bruno  and  llls  Oifcpks^SunnTe-S.e.Uor  a.arnl  his 
rmoui  -bearer  with  an  uncommon  Spectacle -the  fv,  r 
thereof— with  Reflections  of  a ferious  Nature.  * **  eqUCnce 

The  Scene  firft  at  the  Brethren’s  Tabernacle;  then  change*  to 

p”;:Ti:v,opping'biock-Thc  Tm-  * **  ^ 
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canto  in. 

W«ENt  fta11  the  leoPard  Change  his  fpotted  fkin? 

Or  the  pure  lotion  walh  the  dithiop  clean  ? 

An.  when  fliall  age  enjoy  the  bloom  of  youth? 

Or  when  fliall  Phyfic  hoop  to  rehfh  truth  ? 

How  have  her  godlike  fons,  with  daring  mind, 

-tael  unto  faft,  to  fyftem  fyftem  join’d  ! 

Thro’  the  long  lapfe  of  each  revolving  a^e 
What  bold  invention  fill’d  the  endlefs  page  ! 

Senfe,  at  the  learned  labour,  fat  and  fmifd  • 

And  frighted  Reafon  from  the  feene  recoil’d. 

But  happy  they,  ’neath  brazen  front  fecure, 

And  fouls  which  each  hard  action  could  endure 
Pleas’d  to  deftroy,  did  ever  pale  Difeafe 
Dim  the  weak  lamp  of  life  by  flow  degrees 
To  the  dark  bed  the  man  of  wifdom  ran. 

And  quickly  finifh’d  what  the  fiend  began ; 
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While  fad  furvivors  curb’d  their  rifing  woe, 

And  wond’ring  faw  what  mortal  man  could  do. 

Now,  glorious  Pean,  from  thy  throne  behold, 

Free  from  alloy,  a lecond  age  of  gold. 

* Truth  in  her  thoufand-colour  d veil  appears, 

And  fhakes  affronted  Error  by  the  ears ; 

With  glance  excurfive  gaze  the  region  o’er, 

And  bid  the  grumbling  fceptic  doubt  no  more. 

Bright  as  thy  fane  the  fplendid  fhop  furvey  ; 

How  the  huge  bottles  blaze  along  the  way  ! # 

Noftrum  on  noftrum  heap’d,  and  jar  on  jar  ! 

From  fcenes  like  thefe  can  Health  be  abfent  far  r 
With  hopes  lefs  fanguine  than  th’  alchy  mills  dreams. 

The  retort  glitters,  and  the  furnace  flames, 
t Hark  ! Reformation  fhouts  with  angry  mien, 

" Keep  pure  your  vials  and  your  mortars  clean ; 

“ Scour  the  brown  ruft  from  off  your  fordid  ftills, 

“ Make  fmooth  your  bolufes,  and  round  your  pills. 
u Exil’d  from  home,  let  ancient  titles  fly 
♦«  To  that  dark  grave  where  ruin’d  fy  Items  lie. 

S£  while  lengthen'd  fyllables,  with  haughty  pi  ide, 
ppi  Bie  broad  page,  and  fpread  from  fide  to  fide, 

« From  brazen  lungs  the  thund’ring  notes  refound, 

“ And  ftun  the  wond’ring  multitude  with  found.” 

Ye  brave  affociates  in  the  thorny  maze, 

When  toilfome  ftudy  fill’d  my  youthful  days 

* « Nudaque  veritas.”— Horace.  Probably  Truth  may  wander  about  naked  in  the 
warm  regions  of  Italy  ; but  the  faulty  in  our  Northern  climates,  to  prevent  coughs  and 
catarrhs,"  have  provided  her  with  the  many-coloured  veft  here  defcnbed. 

•f-  The  New  Difpenfatory. 
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W hile  yet  my  lifping  mufe,  untaught  to  fing, 

Had  fcarce  a feather  in  her  unfledg’d  wing  ; 

True  faithful  pupils  of  your  glorious  fire, 

Now  Tcap’  d victorious  thro’  the  trying  fire, 

O ! let  the  breath  of  your  afcending  praife 

Confpire  to  animate  my  feeble  lays ; 

One  fmall,  fmall  portion  of  that  lib’ral  foul, 

Which  fhone  refulgent  round  the  flowing  bowl, 

When  each,  admiring,  gaz’d  with  cheerful  mien. 

And  deeds  of  heroes  fill’d  the  crowded  fcene. 

Here  the  bright  maid,  in  all  her  pomp  of  charms* 

Allur’d  the  melting  lover  to  her  arms ; 

While,  by  the  penetrating  moifture  fed, 

The  bubo  ripen’d,  and  the  chancre  fpread. 

There,  feam’d  with  honourable  fears,  threefcore. 

Which,  like  a champion,  on  his  front  he  bore, 

Freflh  for  the  war,  young  Damon  came  again, 

Lopt  of  his  nofe,  to  Cytherea’s  fane. 

Now,  nobler  deeds  your  great  attention  claim. 

And  aCtions  worthy  of  immortal  fame. 

✓ 

Roufe  then,  and  liften  to  the  tuneful  firing, 

For  ’tis  your  matchlefs  mailer  that  I fing. 

Once  had  the  fun’s  refulgent  orb  retir’d, 

' Since  bold  debate  the  ardent  fenate  fir’d  ; 

And  once,  forth  iffuing  from  the  purple  main, 
Unwearied  run  his  daily  round  again: 

Dark  was  the  night,  and  o’er  the  filent  globe 
The  power  of  (lumbers  wav’d  his  fable  robe ; 

The  full-gorg’d  alderman,  in  deep  repofe, 

Pip’d  the  hoarfe  fonnet  thro’  his  Roman  nofe. 
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Majeftic  Bruno,  by  no  fleep  fubdued, 

Sat,  with  Oporto’s  purple  juice  imbrued  : 

His  faithful  followers  by  his  awful  fide, 

To  their  drench’d  lips  the  lordly  bowl  applied  : 

Each  blifsful  ftimulus  the  banquet  flor’d, 

And  potent  opium  overfpread  the  board. 

High  in  his  chair,  diftinguifh’d  o’er  the  reft, 

He  rear’d  the  vaft  expanfion  of  his  b re  aft  ; 

Borne  on  the  tapering  Half,  above  his  head, 

Her  Ihadowing  plume  the  * Roman  eagle  fpread. 

His  ponderous  fnuff-box  of  no  common  fize, 

Heap’d  to  the  fummit,  bleft  his  dazzled  eyes: 

His  nofe  refulgent  as  the  Dog-ftar’s  rays, 

And  the  dim  candle  mingled  blaze  with  blaze. 

With  floods  of  wine  the  table  floated  o’er, 

And  the  fmafh’d  glafs  lay  fcatter’d  o’er  the  floor. 

Thus  in  his  royal  chair  imperial  Jove 
Shines  ’mid  the  circle  of  the  gods  above  ; 

While  the  ftrong  fumes  cloud  bufy  Vulcan’s  head, 

And  Mars  u furping  fills  the  cuckold’s  bed. 

Now  the  bold  hero  i flues  his  command. 

And  the  large  goblet  glitters  in  his  hand. 

As  round  the  pool  on  Norway’s  rocky  fhore, 

Drawn  by  its  whirl,  the  giddy  waters  roar, 

When  the  big  whale  is  hurried  from  his  courfe. 

And  e’en  the  Kraken  feels  attraction’s  force : 

So  to  a chafm,  mod  horrible  to  view, 

Near  and  more  near  the  trembling  liquor  drew ; 

* Enfign  of  a Frcemafon’s  lodge,  of  which  he  was  matter. 
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Till  buried  in  the  gulph  obfcure  it  glides, 

And  the  flretchd  (lomach  fwells  beneath  the  tides. 
All,  by  the  great  example  fir’d,  prepare 
In  plenteous,  draughts  to  drown  intruding  care  ; 

Till  each  fpontaneous  tried  his  tuneful  tongue, 

And  glad  confpir’d  to  raife  the  gen’ral  fong. 

Charm  q Mulic  nover  d o’er  th’  enraptur’d  train. 
And  thus  melodious  ran  the  folemn  ftrain : 

“ To  thee,  whofe  dictates  foften  human  woes, 

“ The  grateful  tribute  of  our  praifes  flows; 

“ To  thee,  whofe  hands  diflolv’d  the  flavilh  yoke, 

“ And  the  ftrong  bonds  of  wild  opinion  broke. 

“ Thy  mighty  arm  fecure  retreat  affords, 

“ From  hideous  fyflems,  and  the  war  of  words. 

“ ’Twas  thine  alone,  impell’d  to  glorious  a<ris, 

“ To  methodize  the  wildernefs  of  faffs. 

“ Hail ! Bruno,  hail ! whofe  foul,  fupremely  bright, 
“ Burfls  thro’  the  horrors  of  barbaric  night. 

O 

“ At  the  quick  glance  of  thy  difcerning  eye, 

“ See  from  his  cave  the  llartled  fophift  fly. 

“ Hence,  when  profeffors  moulder  in  the  tomb, 

“ And  black  Oblivion  fpreads  her  hateful  gloom  ; 

“ When  their  large  folios,  fcorn’d  by  angry  Fate, 

“ Preft  in  the  finking  fcale,  are  fold  by  weight, 

“ Or,  drawn  reluffant  from  their  feats  of  eafe, 

“ *In  the  full  market  fold  the  lumpifh  cheefe  ; 

“ Thy  honour’d  name  o’er  earth  fhall  flourifh  far, 

6 6 The  boaft  of  mortal  man,  the  boreal  ftar.” 


* Deferar  in  vicum  vendentem  thus,  et  odores, 

Et  piper,  et  quicquid  chartis  amicitur  ineptis.— Hor, 
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OF  power  to  touch  the  foui,  ihc  tuneful  c^uoii 
Rous’d  the  red  mailer  from  his  eafy  chair ; 
Refolendent  glory  dawn'd  around  his  brows, 

And  his  eye  brighten’d,  and  his  courage  role. 

Then  thus:  “ Ye  minftrels,  whofe  enchanting  lays 
“ Claim  the  warm  tribute  of  our  highell  piaifc, 
a Lays  which  might  lull  arthritic  pangs  to  reft, 
a Or  footh  the  ftorm  in  Stentor’s  troubled  biealt . 
« While  founds  like  thefe  falute  the  ravilh’d  ear, 
« What  mortal  force  fhall  check  our  bold  career? 
a Now  let  our  foes,  all  impotent  of  mind, 
a For  want  of  aftion,  whittle  to  the  wind ; 
a Or,  when  the  ftruggling  patient  waits  his  doom, 
« Prefcribe  their  Album-Graecum  fafe  at  home ; 
a While  we  ferene  fuperior  honours  claim, 
a And  toil  unceajng  for  the  wreath  of  Fame. 
a And  lo ! capacious  fmiles  the  flowing  bowl, 

« To  cheer  the  weak,  and  raile  th’  afpiring  foul. 
a ’Tis  this  in  heroes  breathes  the  martial  fire, 
a This  ftrung  the  Grecian,  this  th’  Aufonian  lyre. 
« Curft  be  the  man,  who,  anxious  for  a fee, 
a Would  tamely  from  the  midnight  revel  flee, 
a May  he,  condemn’d  in  Erebus  to  roar, 
a Ne’er  tafte  a cordial  drop  of  whilkey  more : 
a May  rough  cathartics  every  entrail  drain, 
a And  fmarting  blitters  give  unccafing  pam  . 

44  May  he,  (O ! for  a glorious  curfe  to  fuit, 

44  That  fhadow  of  a man,  that  more  than  brute  i) 
44  Condemn’d,  unpitied,  for  whole  ages  pore, 

44  Page  after  page,  all s’s  volumes  o’er.” 
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Gi  irnly  he  fpoke,  and,  terrible  to  view, 

The  cradling  table  with  his  foot  o’er  threw. 

Quick  from  their  feats  th’  alarm’d  allociates  fprang, 
\vide  o’er  the  floor  the  rattling  glades  rang. 

Faft  flow’d  the  deluge  from  the  broken  bowl, 

.rvnd  lound  tnc  room  the  tumbling  bottles  roll. 

He  ’mid ft  the  fcene  of  dire  deftraaion  flood, 

And  gaz’d  exulting  on  the  copious  flood  ; 

1 hen  thio  the  torrent  ftalk’d  with  fpacious  ft  ride. 
While  to  his  fhouts  th  obftrep’rous  train  replied, 
ijiit  oy  degrees  the  powerful  fume  prevail’d, 

Dull  reafon  droop  d,  tne  fwimming  fenfes  fail’d. 

\v-uh  tiembling  limbs  they  ftagger’d  round  and  round 
i ill  each  by  eacii  lay  proftrate  on  the  ground  ; 

Ail  but  their  lord,  who,  jocund  ftili  and  gay, 

Beheld  his  filent  flock,  and  march’d  away.  \ 
Meantime,  nigh-blazing  o’er  the  mountain’s  brows, 
i he  purpie  fun  in  gorgeous  fplendour  rofe  : 

Smooth  fkim  the  fea-fowl  o’er  the  mifty  main. 

And  loud  the  plowman  whittles  o’er  the  plain ; 

While  dreaming  * Fyffe  the  gift  of  flumber  fhares, 
And  plans  diffecfions  for  fucceeding  years. 

But  ‘neath  hjs  window,  whilfl  he  fnor’d  profound. 
From  lungs  Stentorian  came  a dreadful  found. 

“ cried  the  voice,  “ from  bed  of  feathers  leap ; 

When  wars  impend  can  fenfelefs  mortals  fleep?” 
K.ob  d m an  mftant,  he  delays  no  more, 

Dvicenus  the  flairs,  and  opes  th’  unfolding  door  ? 

^ Mr,,  h diiTedtor  to  the  Unive^/ity* 
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When  fternly  fronting  his  aflonilh  d face 
Stood  the  grim  monarch  of  the  butchering  race  : 

Drawn  by  a cord,  which  round  the  leg  was  tied, 

A brawny  porker  gruntlcd  by  his  fide. 

Fyffe,  with  amaze,  th’  uncommon  fight  beholds : 

His  purpofe  thus  th’  affiduous  lord  unfolds. 

“ Thine  be  th’  important  charge,  whilft  here  I wait, 

“ Quick  to  prepare  the  inilruments  ol  fate. 

“ Behold  this  grovelling  beaft,  whofe  fleeting  life 
“ Lies  a pale  victim  to  my  fearching  knite : 

“ With  dext’rous  gafli  I’ll  lay  his  entrails  bare, 

“ And  bid  th’  events  of  future  days  appear. 

“ Ufeful  the  talk,  thus  provident  we  find, 

“ Food  lor  the  body,  knowledge  for  the  mind. 

“ Yet  Bruno  triumphs,  and,  in  fpite  ol  laws, 

“ Eredls  his  banner  ’gainft  the  common  caufe ; 

“ While  the  weak  fenate  hope  fuccefs  to  gain, 

“ Their  only  arms,  contempt  and  cold  dildain. 

“ Then  (hall  I labour  Hill  from  morn  to  night, 

“ Rack  all  my  fenfes,  ftrain  my  aching  light ; 

“ My  foie  reward,  my  counfels  difobey’d, 

“ My  adlions  thwarted,  and  my  will  gainfaid  ! 

“ I cannot  brook  it ".  my  indignant  foul 
“ Broils  at  the  thought,  and  fpurns  at  all  controul : 

“ March !”  At  the  word,  the  faithful  fervant  flew, 
Op’d  the  wide  * dome,  and  brought  the  block  to  view. 
Clofe  by  appear’d  the  academic  cnair, 

Where  Stentor’s  lordly  bum,  for  many  a year, 

* The  Anatomical  T heatre. 
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Preft  the  Toft  cufhion,  while  his  tunelul  tongue 
Of  chyle,  and  blood,  and  bland  fecretion  fung. 

Now  fcreams  the  rePiive  bead  with  hideous  roar  ; 
Behind  one  urges,  and  one  drags  before. 

Clafp’d  in  their  grafping  arms,  they  tug,  they  drain, 
And  heave  him  on  the  ponderous  log  with  pain. 

At  length,  fupine,  lie  rolls  his  fiery  eyes, 

Strives  with  his  bonds,  and  every  effort  tries. 

Silent,  the  great  Harufpex  looks  around, 

Revolves  the  work,  and  plans  the  future  wound. 
Now,  in  his  hand,  the  brandilh’d  iron  gleams, 

And  the  blood  trickles  in  meandring  (li earns. 
Stedfaft,  he  fall  proceeds  with  cautious  care. 
Removes  the  {kin,  and  lays  the  muffles  bare  ; 

But,  mad  with  pain,  impatient  of  his  yoke, 

The  ftruggling  victim  all  his  fetters  broke ; 

Plung’d  from  the  block,  and  with  unbounded  foicc 
O’erturnd  great  Stentor  m his  furious  couifc. 

At  the  dire  fcene,  with  trembling  fear  infpir’d, 
Quick  from  his  proftrate  lord,  pale  Fyffe  retir'd. 
He,  when  from  fight  the  wounded  pris’ner  fled, 

As  rous’d  from  fleep,  uprais’d  his  aching  head  : 
Afflicted  fenfe  the  bitter  bruife  bewail’d, 

And  doubt  and  fear  his  anxious  foul  affail’d. 

Then,  from  the  fcene,  his  ling’ring  Heps  he  turn’d, 
And,  as  he  paft,  th’  unprofperous  omen  mourn’d. 
Stranee  power  of  fancy  ! whofe  enchanting  hand 
Can  roufe  the  paffions,  and  the  foul  command. 
Impatient  man,  by  curious  impulfe  driven, 

Still  burns  to  pierce  the  dark  decrees  of  Heaven ; 
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While,  nunciates  true  of  pleafure  and  of  pain, 
Hope  and  pale  Fear  lead  on  their  various  train. 
They  fpread  the  motley  vifion  forth  to  view, 
Affenting  Reafon  looks,  and  owns  it  true  : 

Fear,  whofe  fad  forms  in  dread  fucceffion  rife, 
And  frown  inceffant  on  the  man  of  vice: 

Hope,  whofe  mild  eye  looks  on  to  future  years. 
Aids  the  oppred,  the  drooping  prifoner  cheers ; 
Whofe  angel  voice  can  ftill  the  dorm  within, 
Awake  belief,  and  walla  the  fouled;  clean. 

Hence,  when,  augud,  the  modern  man  of  God 
Walks  in  the  paths  which  never  patriarch  trod, 
Loud  and  vociferous,  proves  his  call  divine 
By  drong  mundungus,  and  enlivening  wine  ; 

Hope  difplays  fcenes  where  pured  pleafures  wait. 
And  kindly  opens  Peter's  peaceful  gate. 

The  hoary  wretch  fits  brooding  o’er  his  dore, 

And  hopes  to  count  it  many  a feafon  more. 

The  heir,  half  ruin’d  by  th’  unlucky  game, 

Hopes,  by  the  next,  his  fortune  to  reclaim. 

The  man  of  honour,  whofe  audacious  deel 
Stabs  his  bed  friend,  fincerely  hopes  no  ill. 

The  do  it  or  grave,  by  aiding  pale  difeafe, 

Hopes  lor  returning  vigour,  hopes  for  fees. 
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THE  ACTS  OF  DISCORD. 


ARGUMEN  t. 

The  Poet  giveth  a Glimpfe  of  tlie  Academy  of  Logomachians, 
and  their  tutelar  Saint,  who  quitteth  the  Synod  upon  an  Expedi- 
tion of  Importance. — She  exafperateth  the  Sons  of  Pean  into  ten- 
fold Rage. — The  Intercourfe  of  Neftor  and  Andreas,  whole  Ora- 
tion precipitateth  the  Senior  into  a Deliquium  Ammi.— 

The  Scene  lieth  firft  at  the  Academy-then  remove*  a few 
Degrees  to  the  North.— The  Time,  half  a Day. 
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CANTO  IV. 

Close  to  the  peopled  fhore,  where  foaming  Thames, 
In  folemn  grandeur,  rolls  his  fruitful  ftreams, 

Its  towering  length  the  (lately  column  rears, 

And  all  the  pomp  of  Billingfgate  appears : 

Immortal  mart ! whofe  ever-fam’d  domain 
Shines  with  the  tenants  of  the  boundlefs  main ; 

Immortal  mart ! whofe  powerful  voice  can  call 
Augufta’s  judges  from  the  crowded  hall, 

Where,  thron’d  fuperb,  they  fit  in  folemn  Hate, 

And  nod,  unconfcious  of  the  long  debate. 

Around  thy  courts  the  watery  Naiads  throng. 

And  each,  melodious,  tries  her  tuneful  tongue  ; 

While  dauntlefs  Trulla  o’er  the  bufy  fcene. 

Like  Africk’s  lion,  rears  her  angry  mien. 

Then  the  grim  boatman,  all  befmear’d  with  blood, 
Shouts  loud  damnation  from  the  fwelling  flood ; 
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The  boifl’rous  curfe  his  angry  mate  returns, 

And  rous’d  anew  the  raging  combat  burns. 

To  the  glad  fight  the  thronging  porters  crowd ; 
Wedg’d  in  the  prefs  the  butcher  fiiouts  aloud  ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  maddening  fury  glows, 
And  the  tide  dreams  from  many  a purple  nofe : 
While,  as  the  rattling  thunder  hoarfe  and  ftrong, 
Roars  the  eternal  turbulence  of  tongue. 

To  aid  the  tumult,  with  unwearied  carc? 

A form  portentous  hovers  in  the  air ; 

Demon  of  Difcord!  whofe  tempeftuous  hand 
No  prayers  can  vanquifli,  and  no  force  withftand. 
Terrific  {bines  her  giant  bulk  reveal’d, 

Half  plain  to  view,  in  tempefls  half  conceal'd, 
Unfeen  ; fave  when  her  breath’s  fulphureous  light, 
Like  Etna’s  caverns,  burfls  the  gloom  of  night. 

Wide  o’er  the  land  her  glowing  eyes  fhe  turn’d; 
The  fiery  orbs  like  angry  meteors  burn’d ; 

She  faw  all  ranks  fubmiffive  to  her  fway, 

Saw  even  the  church  her  great  behefts  obey ; 

The  devotee  her  warmed  influence  feel, 

And  pulpits  ring  with  one  eternal  peal. 

Then  far  to  Scotia  fhot  her  horrid  glare. 

While  all  her  confcious  mountains  quak’d  with  fear. 
There  ’mongft  the  chiefs  of  Fean’s  learned  fchool 
She  faw,  exulting,  wild  Diffenfion  rule. 

Rous’d  at  the  view,  aloft  in  air  fhe  fprung ; 

Loud  at  her  voice  th’  affrighted  city  rung ; 

Then  in  the  whirlwind’s  awful  gloom  conceal’d, 
Through  the  drear  wade  the  dreadful  demon  fail’d ; 
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Wide  o'er  the  land  her  fanguine  garment  threw, 

And  drooping  Nature  ficken’d  at  the  view. 

Northumbria’s  fpacious  plains  fne  pafs’d  with  fpecd, 

Swept  the  long  tract,  and  crofs’d  the  foaming  I weed ; 

And  gave  at  length  her  wearied  wings  lepoie, 

Where  lofty  Arthur  nods  his  hoary  brows ; 

There,  rais’d  aloft,  furvey’d  the  vaft  campaign, 

Th’  expanded  city,  and  the  diftant  mam ; 

Then  from  the  fummit  wing’d  her  airy  way, 

And  fought  the  dome  where  aged  Neftor  lay. 

Him,  rob’d  in  fable,  in  his  cnair  Int  found, 

While  all  the  lift’ning  audience  throng’d  around, 

Loft  in  the  valt  profundity  of  thought ; 

Each  ear  attentive  to  the  rules  he  taught. 

His  daring  mmd  the  welcome  theme  reviews. 

How  haggard  * Febris  her  attacks  renews ; 

Her  batter’d  fort  how  Nature  guards  with  caie, 

Expels  the  fury,  and  awakes  the  war ; 

Till  in  fad  hour,  defponding  and  afraid, 

She  quits  the  doubtful  field,  and  calls  for  aid. 

His  boift’rous  force  then  ftern  Emetic  tries, 

His  comrade  cheers,  and  to  the  combat  Hies  • 

Whilft  fly  Cathartic,  in  the  dome  below. 

Aims  a dark  blow,  and  flruggles  with  the  foe ; 

And  Bark,  dread  warrior ! when  the  battle’s  o’er, 

By  his  ftrong  ramparts  makes  the  conqueu  fore: 

Fix’d  for  a while  the  wond’ring  hag  remain’d  ; 

Her  caufe  forgotten,  and  her  wrath  reitrain’d : 

* See  the  note  in  the  ift  Canto ; “ Upon  the  whole,  our  doctrine  of  Fever  is  this,”  &c. 
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But  ah  ! my  Nedor,  nought  thy  charms  avail ; 

Thy  fweet  digreffions  from  thy  well  told  tale  : 

Poiz’d  o’er  thy  head,  her  fir  ado  wing  wings  fhe  fpreads. 
And  through  thy  bread  her  gliding  venom  (beds  : 
Quick  to  thy  cheek  the  blood  impetuous  flows, 

And  thy  bright  eye  with  rage  unwonted  glows. 

The  deed  perform’d,  away  the  demon  flies, 

To  where  great  Galen’s  fecret  manfiorr  lies. 

Ah!  how  wad  thou  employ’d  that  awful  day! 

Thy  foul  fubdued  by  Pleafure’s  magic  fway. 

Thy  thoughts  entranc’d — Audacious  Mufe,  forbear 
To  utter  more  than  mortal  man  may  hear. 

All  joys,  illudrious  Page,  mud  have  an  end: 

See  o’er  thy  couch  the  glowing  fury  bend : 

At  her  drong  voice  the  fcenes  of  blifs  retire, 

And  deeds  of  vengeance  all  thy  bofom  fire. 

On  Andreas  next  her  ruthlefs  rage  fhe  deals; 

The  riling  fpirit  then  Machaon  feds  : 

But  with  bright  features  of  vermilion  hue, 

Grim  Steritor  dalks  mod  terrible  to  view ; 

From  his  rais’d  foot  the  pale  domedics  fly, 

And  the  clench’d  fid  defcending  from  on  high  ; 
Imped’d  along  from  room  to  room  he  fcours, 

Burds  the  drong  bolts,  and  drives  the  clafhing  doors. 
As  the  bold  bull-dog,  with  tumultuous  cries, 

From  place  to  place  with  matchlefs  fury  flies, 

When  the  blown  bladder  fadens  to  his  tail, 

Whofe  hollow  womb  tremendous  pebbles  fill. 

Now  here,  now  there,  he  fcampers  through  the  dreets, 
While  thick  behind  the  hideous  rattle  beats. 
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Andreas,  impatient  for  the  martial  plain, 

Can  fcarce  the  fury  of  his  arm  reftrain ; 

With  beaver  proud  he  fhades  his  angry  brows, 

And  fwift  to  Neftor’s  honour’d  manfion  goes. 

He  opes  tire  door,  afcends  the  winding  flair. 

Salutes  the  fage,  and  takes  the  eafy  chair. 

* Sullen  they  gaze  ; the  filence  Neflor  breaks, 

And  his  wig  trembles  as  the  monarch  fpeaks. 

+ “ Why  boaft  we,  Andreas,  our  exalted  place, 

“ Hi'  illullrious  chiefs  of  Pean’s  noble  race  ? 

“ Unfetter’d,  why  fhould  our  imperious  will 
“ Enjoy  the  great  prerogative  to  kill  ? 

“ Why,  in  the  coftly  banquet  raifed  on  high, 

“ Smoke  the  Scotch-collops  and  the  giblet-pye — 

“ If  worthy  deeds  no  equal  honours  claim, 

“ And  perils  raife  us  in  the  lifts  of  fame  ? 

All  thoughts  of  peace  my  anxious  foul  foregoes  •, 

“ I burn,  I burn,  to  meet  the  raging  foes  ; 

“ That  chief  and  foremoft  in  the  dangerous  fray, 

“ Pleas’d  at  the  fight,  applauding  youths  may  fay, 

“ Deferving  are  our  lords  in  facred  eafe, 

“ Sublime  to  triumph  in  the  richeft  fees, 

“ Arm’d  cap-a-pee,  fince  thus  they  nobly  dare, 

“ And  great  in  afilion  brave  the  van  of  war. 

“ Andreas,  could  all  the  vigilance  of  age 
“ ’Scape  the  dire  potion,  or  the  lancet’s  rage, 

“ Lull’d  in  eternal  indolence  I’d  fnore, 

“ Break  the  huge  inkhorn,  and  prefcribe  no  more : 


* Sec  Homer,  book  xxii. 


f See  Sarpedon’s  Speech  to  Glaucus,  Iliad,  xii. 
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“ But  Fi nee,  the  toil  of  droning  ftudy  paft, 
a Deaths  tutor’d  minifter  mull  come  at  lalt; 

« Our  names  above  the  abjeft  crowd  well  raife, 
a And  crown  our  labours  with  immortal  praife! 

“ Dear  to  our  foul,1’  th’  affociate  fwift  returns, 

4{  To  hear  thee  fpeak  our  glowing  bofom  burns  ; 

«4  Sweet  to  our  fenfe  defeends  thy  honied  ftrain, 
Smooth  as  the  current  from  the  fpouting  vein, 

44  Yet  will  our  fovereign  lend  a patient  ear ; 

44  War’s  furious  toils  it  fuits  not  age  to  (hare. 

44  ’Tis  ours  alone,  while  youth  beats  high,  to  go, 

44  And  bear  our  thunder  on  the  proftrateToe  ; 

44  Already  doom’d  the  cheerlefs  world  to  roam, 

64  Expelfd,  and  exil’d  from  the  **  annual  tome. 

44  Aw’d  by  our  valour,  Jones!  enjoy’d  not  long 
44  The  wild  and  fhamelefs  privilege  of  tongue. 

44  Yet  then  remains  to  draw  the  conquering  fword  ; 
46  The  fervant  humbled,  to  attack  the  lord ; 

44  Nor  longer  let  the  vagrant  refuge  feek, 

44  In  hideous  Latin,  and  terrific  Greek: 

44  But,  hurl’d  indignant,  fearch  his  ruftic  home, 

44  JTo  pufih  the  (buttle,  and  direfl  the  loom! 

44  Andreas,  my  child,”*  the  hoary  fage  replies, 
(While  kind  difpleafure  fparkies  in  his  eyes) 


* Medical  Commentaries,  an  ufeful  and  valuable  work,  comprehending  an  account  of 
the  various  medical  publications,  and  news,  during  the  year ; but  where  our  hero  hath 
never  appeared  that  we  know  of,  excepting  the  bare  mention  of  him  in  the  Iaft  volume. 


f See  Jones’s  Enquiry  into  the  State  of  Medicine. 

X See  the  Epiitle  to  Dr.  Jones,  where  this  farcafm  is  to  be  found. 
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<*  Heav’n,  in  its  difpenfations  always  right, 

“ Its  deep  intents  conceals  from  mortal  fight, 

“ The  generous  mind  to  manual  toil  refigns, 

“ Where  genius  brightens,  and  where  judgment  fhines: 

“ But  foon  the  lion  fhakes  his  brindled  mane, 

“ And  ftalks  the  monarch  of  the  fubject  plain. 

“ Grant  then  our  foe,  fubmiffive  to  his  doom, 

“ Be  the  lone  tenant  of  his  narrow  home. 

“ O’er  the  tall  foreft  is  the  fcion  grown, 

“ Great  is  the  rife,  the  merit  is  his  own. 

“ Oft  is  the  hero’s  future  fortune  laid, 

“ Veil’d  in  the  deep  obfcurity  of  fhade : 

“ Thus  Rome’s  great  fire,  in  poverty’s  low  vale, 

“ Suck’d  the  Ihe-wolf,  and  (har’d  the  fhepherd’s  meal. 

“ ’Twas  thus  her  Tally,  o’er  the  crowded  fcene, 

“ Rais’d  in  full  fplendour  his  majeftic  mien, 

“ While  the  (hock’d  roftrum  trembled  at  his  drain, 

“ And  helmed  heroes  dropt  the  tear  humane.” 

As  thus  he  fpeaks,  a fpark  of  confcious  fhame 
O’er  Andreas’  front  diffus’d  the  rifing  flame. 

Thus,  when  fly  renard,  for  his  meal  prepar’d, 

Eyes  the  fat  poultry  in  the  farmer’s  yard, 

If  by  the  watchful  hind  his  fleps  be  feen, 

Alarm’d  he  fcowls,  and  trips  the  (haven  green ; 

Twitch’d  is  his  tail,  his  eyes  retorted  roll, 

And  fpeak  the  mournful  mifchief  of  his  foul : 

So  the  fad  hero  wail’d  his  humbled  pride, 

Oft  wifh’d  to  fpeak,  and  oft  his  lips  denied ; 

His  hammering  tongue  its  cumbrous  meflage  tells, 

In  flrings  of  lonely  monofyllables. 

H 2 'A 


<t*4* 


T H E B R.  U 1ST  O N 1 A D : 


At  length  renew'd  his  wonted  vigour  glows. 

And  fwift  the  torrent  of  his  language  flows. 

But  ah ! th’  unpleafing  theme  is  left  behind, 

And  different  topics  fire  his  active  mind. 

All  bright  he  paints  a fcene  augufl  and  grand, 

And  fings  the  wonders  of  his  own  right  hand. 

Sagely  he  tells  how  Apoplexy  fnor’d, 

Her  limpid  ftream  how  Diabetes  pour’d; 

Then  winds  the  hackney’d  fubjeci  round  and  round. 
With  all  the  fweet  inanity  of  found. 

Fair  in  the  fpeecli  immortal  Senna  blaz’d, 

His  tuneful  voice  renown’d  Columbo  prais’d ; 

Here  Pus  and  Mucus  travel  fide  by  fide. 

There  Nitre  cool  dilutes  the  purple  tide  ; 

While  Aqua  Pura  flows  in  plenteous  ftream. 

To  thin  the  gruel,  and  abate  the  flame. 

Thus,  thro’  the  labyrinth  fecure  he  ran. 

And  nobly  ended  where  he  firft  began; 

With  ftudied  art  then  fwell’d  the  final  claufe, 

And  anxious  waited  for  the  due  applaufe. 

In  vain — great  Neftor,  thine  unconfcious  ear, 

Lull’d  to  repofe,  refus’d  the  blifs  to  fhare. 

’Twas  calm  as  death,  infenlible  to  pain ; 

Even  thundering  * Murray  might  have  roar’d  in  vain. 
Then  hope  not,  Andreas,  fweet  accefs  to  find, 
Through  the  charm’d  organ,  to  the  lift’ning  mind. 


* Mr.  Murray  the  Bookfeller,  with  whom,  it  is  reported,  he  had  a fharp  difpute  for 

feme  time. 
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Referve,  referve,  till  better  times  prevail. 

Thy  ftrange,  thy  long,  thy  ineffe£tual  tale. 

Let  not  thy  periods,  like  a fruitlefs  prayer. 

Roam,  unregarded,  through  the  wafte  of  air. 

Thy  fmooth  oration  till  to-morrow  keep. 

For  lo ! thy  fovereign  lies— How  ? Fall  afleep. 
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the  general  engagement. 


ARGUMENT. 

An  Apology  to  the  Critic— Neftor  is  roufed  from  his  Deliquium 
Animi  by  the  tumultuous  Approach  of  the  Brotherhood— S ten  tor 
maketh  a notable  Oration  to  excite  them  to  Bloodlhed,  which  is 
applauded  by  Neftor,  who  prefcribeth,  before  the  Onfet,  a diffufible 
Stimulus — the  Author’s  Encomium  thereon — his  Defcription  of  the 
grand  Jubilee,  which  is  difturbed  by  the  Clangor  of  an  hoftile 
Tongue,  which  is  fucceeded  by  an  Engagement  depifted  in  clalfi- 

cal  Colours. 

The  Scene  firft  at  Neftor’s  Manfion,  from  whence  it  emigrateth  to 
the  Campus  Martius.— The  Time,  a tingle  Evening. 

i 

* 


r.  a ' 


■f 


t. 


r • . • 


V » • 


• :r  * 


. 


. . 


- : ‘A  v ■'  - 

• ' ■ - I 


r 


* 


. 4 Jw 


r l 


- 

' ' 


«••'■  : • 


* ...  V . • ■ | - 


• T- 

. « • ' 

; . ■ - - 


' 


- A ^ 


T II  E 


BRUNONI  AD. 


canto  v. 

n ROUNDS!”  cries  the  critic,  with  indignant  ftare,  ^ 

<t  Afleep  | when  Difcord  fierce  impels  to  war ! 

“ When  fervent  paffion  fires  the  human  frame, 

“ The  lawlefs  ftorm  can  gentle  {lumbers  tame  ? 

« Search  Nature’s  fcenes,  her  fimple  paths  explore, 

«(  xhen  teach  your  drowfy  hero  when  to  fnore, 

« Lull’d  in  oblivion  let  the  monarch  reft, 

“ When  the  fmooth  ftream  glides  eafy  thro’  the  breaft ; 
« When  rous’d  to  action,  let  him  boldly  rage, 

..  And  ftorm  tempeftuous  o’er  the  thund’ring  ftage; 

<(  jrjfe  ’tis  the  airy  meteor’s  gilded  beam, 
c.  ’Yis  the  fool’s  fancy,  ’tis  the  poets  dream. 

O ! thou  dread  fovereign  of  my  iubject  foul ! 

Whofe  lurid  frowns  can  every  thought  controul 
Whofe  ruling  hand  the  pond’rous  rod  fuftains. 

To  guide  <h’  hiftorian’s  or  the  poet’s  itraurs  t 
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Yet  Ray : nor  fliall  I dare  detain  thee  long, 

In  the  grave  mazes  of  my  folernn  fong  ; 

Yet  to  a bard  incline  thine  awful  ear, 

A bard,  who,  high  amid  the  defert  air, 

In  the  drear  garret  pens  his  lonely  ftrain, 

While  the  wind  whittles  thro’  the  broken  pane  : 
Alarm’d,  who  dreads  thy  fury  to  withftand. 

And  the  quill  totters  in  his  trembling  hand. 

Surely  the  foul,  when  frantic  paflion  warms. 

When  rage  expands  her,  or  when  fear  alarms. 

Tir’d  by  the  Chock,  and  harafs’d  by  the  pain. 

Sinks,  the  huge  load  unable  to  fuftain ; 

$ 

Then  timely  deep  fucceeds  to  watchful  cares, 
Renews  the  fpirits,  and  the  ftrength  repairs. 

Search  then  the  chequer’d  paths  of  life,  to  find 
If  fads  confirm  what  theory  hath  coin’d. 

Full  well  thou  know’ll:  (fince  thou  haft  ponder’d  o’er 

Wifdom,  and  truth,  in  tomes  of  ancient  lore  ; 

. 

Since  wide  the  ftreams  of  facred  knowledge  fpread, 

In  the  large  orb  of  thy  omnifcient  head) 

*When  Philip’s  fon,  on  Perfia’s  hoftile  Chore, 

His  brandilli’d  falchion  bath’d  in  purple  gore. 

What  time,  the  long  contefted  war  to  dole,. 

The  laft,  the  great  decifive  morn  arofe. 

Dire  was  the  view  of  far-extended  fields, 

Throng’d  with  the  millions  of  embattled  fhields » 

And  o’er  the  plain  the  deaf ’ning  clamour  roll’d, 

When  the  fun  ting’d  the  eaftern  clouds  with  gold 

* See  Quintus  Gurtiusj,  lib,  iw 
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The  battle  calls  ; while  he  whofe  fanguine  biade 
Still  ’mongd  the  foremoll  always  fhone  difplay’d. 
Long,  long  diftrell  with  cogitation  deep, 

Stretch’d  on  his  couch,  enjoy’d  the  gilt  of  deep. 

Oh  heavens,  alleep  ! tho’  high  the  tumult  rofe, 

And  Perlia’s  crown  hung  tottering  o’er  his  brows  ! 

Say  then,  why,  in  the  whirl  of  thought  employ’d, 
Should  deep  to  Pean’s  hero  be  denied  r 
Say  rather,  how  he  could  refill  fo  long. 

Lull’d  by  the  mufic  of  his  Andreas’  tongue  ? 

And  fay,  O Mufe  ! fince  thou  alone  can!!  tell. 

To  break  the  pleating  charm  what  next  befel  ? 

While  Ne dor’s  horn  fonorous  echoed  wide, 

And  Andreas  pip’d  concordant  by  his  fide  ; 

What  time  the  evening  fun,  delcending  low. 

But  faintly  glimmer’d  o’er  the  wade  of  fnow  ; 

The  brazen  rapper,  with  tremendous  roar. 

In  peals  on  peals  refounded  on  the  uoor. 

Sudden  they  woke,  and,  darting  from  tneii  feat. 
Heard  the  dairs  thunder  with  unnumber’d  feet. 

“ This  night  he  falls,”  a voice  tempeduous  cried ; 
ti  This  night  he  falls,”  the  dair-cafe  loud  replied. 
Near  and  more  near  the  doubling  echoes  came. 

And  Stentor  enter’d  with  his  eyes  on  dame  : 
Machaon,  Paracelfus,  next  appear. 

And  fober  Galen  lad  brought  up  the  rear : . 

Then  thus,,  while  fmooth  he  drok’d  his  double  chin. 
Began  the  mader  of  the:  portly  mien  : 

“ Sweet  to  phyficians  are  the  noxious  gales, 

*'  When  patients  ficken,  and  difeafe  pie  vails . 

I 2 
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“ But  fweet,  ah  doubly  fweet ! th’  ecftatic  charm, 

«*  To  plunge  the  lancet  in  a rich  mans  arm  : 

41  But  to  phylicians  not  fo  fweet  the  gales, 
ftC  When  patients  ficken,  and  difeafe  prevails, 
u As  when  together  kindred  fouls  combine ; 
u As  to  my  bofom  fuch  a foul  as  thine. 
u Yes,  to  the  war  together  will  we  go, 

Lift  the  red  arm,  and  echo  blow  for  blow. 

“ This  is  the  eve  when  ftudents,  void  of  care, 

<c  Jocund  and  blithe,  the  annual  feaft  prepare  ; 

41  Where,  fmear’d  with  wine,  and  honour’d  o’er  the  reft, 
“ Bruno  attends,  an  ever- welcome  gueft  : 
u Round  to  his  health  the  ready  bumpers  fly ; 

“ They  fmg,  they  fliout,  and  college-rules  defy. 

Rife  then,  our  fire,  at  this  aufpicious  hour, 

44  While  Glory  calls,  and  Fate  allows  the  power: 

44  Rife  at  the  voice,  thy  priftine  ftrength  recal ; 

44  Attend  thy  fons  to  conquer,  or  to  fall;" 

He  ceas’d,  exulting  in  the  work  defign'd : 

The  chief  of  Pean’s  godlike  race  rejoin’d. 

“ Well  haft  thou  counfelfd,  and  thy  prudent  will 

1'  ? 4 T 

“ A fecret  fomething  prompts  me  to  fulfil : 

« But,  yet  a while  fupprefs  thy  bold  defires, : 

“ Let  Reafon  didate  what  herfelf  infpires. 

“ She  tells  me  wine,  with  elevating  charm, 

j1*  * 

“ With  tenfold  vigour  fills  the  ftoutelt  arm ; 

“ And  plenteous  jars  my  ample  vaults  produce, 

“ Bright  as  the  pureft  poppy’s  purple  juice;  ; : 

“ Jars  which  young  Florio,  grateful  prefents,  gave, 

41  Soon  as  his  fire  lay  mouldering  in  the  grave. 
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Thefe  welcome  premiums  for  the  guded  pill* 

- Sprung  from  great  acTs,  Audi  lead  to  greater  foil. 

“ How  then,  my  Stentor,  will  that  brawny  han 
« Deal  round  defi.  ruction  to  the  hoihle  band  ; 

« That  dext’rous  hand,  which  with  officious  care 
“ Can  wield  the  * gorget,  and  the  {harp  trocar . 

Gaylv  he  fpoke,  and,  inftant  at  the  word, 

The  juice  nedareous,  glitter  don  the  board. 

Each  face,  bv  powerful  fympalliy  mfpir  d,  ^ • 

Beam’d  on  the  glafs,  with  cheerful  fmiles  attir  u : 

Ev’n  Galen  fmerk’d  the  pleafmg  boon  to  lee. 

And  fmack’d  his  cherry  lips  with  muckle  glee.  ; 

The  foaming  goblet  Neftor  raisd  in  air,  < ; : 

And  thus  to  ff'ean  pour’d  his  fuppliant  prayer  . 

«<  sire  of  our  art,  by  whom  aufpicious  led, 

“ We  live,  we  move,  and  gain  our  daily  brea  r 
“ When  danger  hovers,  unto  thee  we  call,  , 

“ Oh!  aid  our  efforts,  help  us,  or  we  fall : 

“ Sons  from  thy  courts  an  upftart  vagrant  draws  ; 

« He  fcorns  thy  precepts,  and  contemns  thy  laws.  ■ ‘ 

» Aid  us,  great  Pean,  for  refolv  d we  go  m ^ 

»,  T’  affert  thy  rights,  and  lay  the  boatter  low. 

As  aether  fwift  the  fupplication  flies,  i 
But  roams  unnotic’d  thro’  the  ambient  foies. 

+ Amen,  cries  Stentor  with  ftupendous  voice. 

Amen,  affenting  Galen  quick  replies ; 

Soft  drops  the  found  bom  Paracel fus  tongue  ; 

Amen,  from  Andreas’  ihrill-ton’d  larynx  rung : 

■ ^ : 4 . . * ■ • • - . j * . _ ■ r . ^ . 

, , ■ • ' . • T rt  T 'C  ’ 

* Surreal  inflruments.  + See  the  Dunciad,  end  of  the  ift  Canto. 
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Orofs  Cowgate  fwift  the  hollow  murmur  ran, 

And  the  old  college  echoed  back  Amen. 

Now  each  by  each  his  earneft  labours  plies, 

And  the  glafs  circles,  and  their  fpirits  rife  : 

No  anxious  doubts  their  zealous  ardour  tame  ; 

No  thoughts  of  danger  quench  the  thirft  of  fame. 
All-conquering  Stimulus  ! thy  powerful  aid 
From  penfive  grief  difpels  tlf  impending  lhade  : 

Tis  thine  alone  to  calm  the  ftruggling  breath, 

And  fnatch  the  viftim  from  the  bed  of  death  ; 

Tis  thine  the  fairy  vifion  to  impart,  * 

Raife  the  rapt  foul,  expand  the  generous  heart* 

The  poet’s  rage,  the  painter’s  bold  defign, 

All,  all,  immortal  Stimulus,  are  thine. 

Meantime  to  * Dunn’s  the  thronging  youths  repair. 

And  loud  in  mirth  the  jocund  banquet  fhare  : 

Annual  they  thus  fupport  their  blemifh’d  name, 

And  wafh,  in  floods  of  port,  their  fullied  fame ; 

For  evil  tongues,  by  no  remorfe  controll’d, 

To  blaft  their  credit  impious  falfehoods  told ; 

Wide  o’er  the  town  the  flying  rumour  bore,  * 

Of  wandering  heroes  from  Hibernia’s  fliore. 

Who,  fcorning  juftice,  and  inur’d  to  fight,; 

Smaflfd  the  bright  lamp  amid  the  gloom  of  night  ; 

* Dunn's  hotel,  in  the  New  Town.  It  has  been  a cufiom  for  fome  years,  among  the 
Undents,  to  have  an  annual  feaft,  about  Gh^ftmas,  for  Ithje  reafo#  given  in  our  foem. 
The  Irifh  gentlemen,  from  their  well-kpowP[  volatility, of .difpofitinn,  bei^g  frequently 
engaged  in  nodturnal  brawls  and  quarrels,  had,  at  length,  railed  their  fame  to  fuch  a 
pitch,  that  when  any  mifchief  was  done  in  the  city,  where  the  author  was  concealed,  the 
load  generally  came  to  be  clapt  upon  their  fhoulders. 
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While  thick  furrounded  by  the  ho ft  of  toes, 

Defencelefs  Sawney  mourn’d  his  bloody  note. 

O race  immaculate  ! that  Envy  s iie 

To  ftain  your  fpotlefs  fouls  (hould  thus  afpire : 

But  you  fecure  can  fcorn  the  treacn  rous  wiles, 

While,  calm  and  clear,  untroubled  confcience  fmiles. 

Now  in  the  Weft  the  fun’s  bright  radiance  fades, 

And  Night  afeending  fpreads  her  dulky  fliades ; 

While  wide  around  the  flaming  tapers  blaze, 

And  polifh’d  plates  reflect  the  dazzling  rays : 

Quick  round  the  board  the  ready  waiters  Ipiing, 

And  in  long  row  the  fmokmg  difhes  bring. 

Here  fhines  confeft  whate’er  kind  Nature  yields 
From  the  green  ocean,  or  the  fportive  fields 
On  the  rapt  eye  in  ample  order  rife 
Mountains  of  cuftards,  magazines  ol  pies : 

While  Gallic  art,  like  Circe’s  wand  of  yore, 

Transforms  each  victim  with  unbounded  power. 

Nor  thou  whole  might  Herculean  nought  can  ouetl. 

Whom  few  can  equal,  and  whom  none  excel ; 

Nor  thou,  great  Bruno,  ’mid  the  fplendid  feaft. 

Deem  thy  unerring  tafte  confulted  Icafi  . 

For  lo ! whofe  charms  can  bamfh  dull  icpoie, 

Renown’d  Falernum  on  the  lide-board  glows. 

Nor  thou,  brave  Sawney,  whom  the  Mufes  lire. 

Art  thou  lefs  worthy  of  the  Mufes’  lyre  : 

Yes,  fhe  {hall  fing  thy  unexampled  worth. 

And  raife  thy  glory  o’er  the  Ions  of  earth  : 

Yes,  fhe  fhall  fing  thy  pipe’s  melodious  charm, 

How  the  bag  fwell’d  beneath  thy  riling  arm. 

Thou 
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Thou  fang'll,  of  deeds  perform'd  in  days  of  yore, 

The  meed  of  worth  when  high-plum’d  valour  bore  ; 

Greateft  of  men,  how  godlike  Arthur  fhone, 

His  table  fill’d  with  chiefs  of  high  renown  ; 

And  how  fad  brothers  in  the  defperate  fray 
With  hoftile  banners  fought  the  fummer’s  day  ! 

But  ah  ! fweet  minftrel,  ceafe  thy  tuneful  care, 

And  dread  the  fury  of  impending  war. 

Rife,  fond  aflociates,  from  the  banquet  rife, 

Nor  tafte  the  blifs  relentlefs  Fate  denies  : 

Forbear,  forbear,  to  touch  the  fweet  repaft ; 

Loft  are  your  pleafures,  loft  the  jovial  feaft. 

For  lo  ! he  comes  to  fcatter  deep  difmay ; 

The  lord  of  battle  fpeeds  his  vengeful  way ; 

He  o?er  whofe  foul  no  tender  founds  prevail. 

Deaf  to  th’  afflicted  patient  s piteous  wail : 

He  groans,  Edina  echoes  to  his  groan  ; 

He  frowns,  and  Nature  darkens  at  his  frown: 

Fierce  as  he  ftrides,  he  withers  all  the  ftreet. 

And  the  ground  fraokes  beneath  his  thundering  feet. 

Ope  flew  the  door,  the  founding  hinges  jarr’d, 

And  erim  as  Death  the  hern  Profelfor  glar’d. 

As  when  fome  wretch  the  fultry  region  treads, 

Where  Nile  irriguous  laves  the  laughing  meads  ; 

If  chance,  as  patient  Hill  he  labours  on, 

And  fweats  and  pants  beneath  the  fervid  fun, 

The  hungry  crocodile,  athirfl  for  blood, 

Rears  his  huge  vifage  from  the  parting  flood ; 

Aghaft  he  hands,  benumb’d  with  chilling  fear, 

His  limbs  all  trembling,  and  erect  his  hair ; 

So, 
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So,  mute  with  dread,  the  filent  crowd  appear’d. 
Awed  by  the  prefence  of  the  man  they  fear’d  : 

1 ale,  as  when  dark  profeffors  point  the  door, 

And  doom  to  ftudy  for  a feafon  more. 

Ey  n Bruno  fhook,  as  thus,  with  ruddy  face, 

Loud  Stentor  bellow’d  from  his  lungs  of  brafs. 

“ Bate  herd  of  fools ! the  fcandal,  and  difgrace, 

“ °f  Sacred  Pean,  and  his  godlike  race ; 

“ VlIIams>  whofe  grovelling  fouls,  debas’d  by  fin, 
Aie  fordid  as  the  clods  which  wrap  them  in : 

Is  it  a time,  when  ftudy  calls  away, 

To  gorge  with  wine  thole  tenements  of  clay  ? 

^ Slence,  to  your  homes,  nor  let  me  find  you  more 
“ °n  the  curft  confines  of  this  hated  floor. 

“ And  thou-  grim  monfter,  foremoft  rnidft  the  cries 
Of  lawlefs  riot,  and  tumultuous  noife. 

Avaunt ! while  yet  our  boundlefs  rage  affords, 
And  learn  obedience  to  thy  lawful  lords.’’ 

He  ceas’d,  when  furious  from  his  lofty  feat 
B2  uno  arole,  majeflically  great ; 

Fieice  on  his  fiont  the  blazing  luftre  flrone, 

Lii^e  the  led  meteor,  or  th’  autumnal  moon; 

As  Mars  he  flood,  tiemendous  in  his  ire. 

And  each  carbuncle  glow’d  with  purer  fire. 

“ Loquacious  upftart  of  the  noify  crowd, 

“ For  mifehief  born,  in  defamation  loud*; 

“ How  can  that  tongue  pronounce  us  the  difgrace 
“ Of  facred  Pean,  and  his  godlike  race  ? 

“ Search  your  own  hearts,  obey  your  fettled  rules  • 

“ Slaves  to  the  jargon  of  detefted  fchools. 
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“ And  can  that  fhamelefs  front  prefume  to  lower, 

“ Where  feftive  pleafure  fpends  the  jocund  hour? 

“ To  thy  own  flock  thy  hated  mandates  bear, 

“ Nor  longer  raife  thy  ufelefs  clamours  here  ; 

“ Elfe  the  warm  blood  fhall  from  thy  noftril  flow, 
“ And  fix  thee  here  beneath  the  weight  of  woe,” 
Swift  as  an  arrow  cuts  the  liquid  Ikies, 

Or  the  warm  glyfter  from  the  fyringe  flies, 
Impatient  Stentor  meditates  a blow, 

Nor  deigns  an  anfwer  to  his  hated  foe. 

On  a broad  difn  magnificently  bright, 

Smok’d  a huge  rump  all  tempting  to  the  fight. 

Two  waiters  fcarce  the  weighty  mafs  could  raife. 
Waiters  who  ferve  in  thefe  degenerate  days. 

This  in  his  arms  from  out  the  circling  bound 
He  heaves,  and  furious  whirls  it  round,  and  round. 
At  Bruno  hurl’d,  it  flew  with  boundlefs  force, 

(A  trail  of  gravy  mark’d  its  rapid  courfe) 

Sudden  he  hoop’d,  while  far  above  his  head 
It  rufh’d,  and  number’d  Celfus  with  the  dead. 
Where  the  ftrong*  crotaphite,  by  nature’s  law. 


Is  firm  inferted  in  the  lower  jaw, 

With  dreadful  dafh  it  fixt  a hideous  wound. 
And  ftruck  the  youthful  hero  to  the  ground. 
Tempeftuous  Bruno,  raging  at  the  view, 
Fierce  as  a lion  at  the  table  flew ; 


Whence  furious  fnatch’d,  a goofe  full  fed,  and  fair, 
Pois’d  in  his  hands  fhone  glittering  in  the  air. 


/ 


* 


* The  temporal  mufcle* 


Ah! 


Ah ! haplefs  fowl ! once  glory  of  the  plain  ! 

No  more  the  meadows  echo  to  thy  drain. 

Shorn  of  thy  plumes  now  doom’d  thro’  air  to  go  ; 
Great  Stentor’s  bread  receives  th’  unwelcome  blow. 
Five  backward  fteps  he  meafures  o'er  the  floor, 
While  loud  the  tempeft,  with  tremendous  roar, 
Refpondent  echoes  thro’  his  poftern  door. 

Ere  yet  recover’d,  from  an  arm  unknown, 

A lordly  pudding  dafh’d  on  Neftor's  crown  : 

f * 

Forth  from  its  fruitful  womb  a torrent  pours, 

And  down  his  face  defcends  in  plenteous  fhowcrs. 
Hurl’d  from  his  head,  his  wig  at  diflance  flies, 
While  high  in  air  its  fmoky  volumes  rife. 

As  the  frefh  hay  new  gather’d  from  the  plain, 

And  heap’d  yet  humid  by  the  thrifty  Twain ; 

The  ponderous  mafs  internal  warmth  acquires, 
Swells  and  augments,  till  burft  the  fmother’d  fires : 
Thick  wreaths  of  waving  fmoke  fucceffive  rife, 

Ob  feu  re  the  village,  and  involve  the  Ikies. 

Mean  time,  the  tumult  rings  on  every  fide. 

The  combat  glows,  and  Uproar  lords  it  wide  ; 

Each  dauntlefs  bread  exulting  Difcord  warms, 

While  the  deck’d  board  affords  each  warrior  arms. 
As  from  the  mill  defcends  the  pounded  grain, 

O’er  head  the  flying  fowls  are  calf  amain. 

Aloft  the  martyr’d  turkey  fhines  difplay’d. 

And  thick  potatoes  form  a dreadful  fhade: 

With  floods  of  fauce  the  room  is  cover’d  o’er. 

And  mingled  jellies  pafle  the  flippery  floor. 
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Say,  goddefs,  ere  the  tranfient  colours  fade, 

What  heroes  triumph’d,  and  what  heroes  bled  ? 

While  ruthlefs  Galen  ’midft  the  dire  alarms, 

/ 

With  jaws  expanded  fiiouts  aloud,  to  arms, 

Fixt  in  his  mouth  a huge  potatoe  lay, 

And  loud  the  warrior  mourn'd  the  fatal  day, 

Till  Stentor’s  forceps  eas’d  his  raging  pain, 

And  fent  him  glorious  to  the  war  again. 

As  calm  from  far  the  tumult  he  furveys, 

A cuftard  falls  on  Paracelfus’  face. 

Prone,  on  the  floor,  he  finks  with  arms  difplay’d. 

And  fucks  the  morfel,  carelefs  of  his  fate. 

Incens’d  Machaon  to  the  table  fprung, 

And,  with  full  force,  a large  decanter  flung. 

Where  * flerno-cleido-mafloideus  glides, 

And  the  + carotid  pours  its  ruffling  tides, 

Young  Sawney’s  neck  the  dangerous  wound  receives* 

The  fading  light  his  fwimming  eye-balls  leaves. 

Born  to  the  pleafures  of  the  cheerful  plain, 

’Twas  his  fond  talk  to  tend  the  fleecy  train. 

Till  the  young  ftripling  up  to  manhood  grown, 

Great  Pean  faw,  and  claim’d  him  for  his  own. 

Ah ! had  he  flill  purfued  his  rural  care, 

Nor,  bold  in  action,  fought  the  ranks  of  war ! 

<*  A mufcle  on  the  fide  of  the  neck,  which  anatomilb  have  honoureJ  with;  this, 
name.. 


f The  carotid  artery. 
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mit  now,  behold  ! more  dreadful  feenes  appear, 

Por  fight  prepar’d,  here  * Jones,  and  Andreas  there  : 
At  Andreas  bread  Iris  foe  a blow  intends  ; 

O ei  Jones  s head  bold  Andreas  cane  impends : 
Jones  ftrikes,  but  finis,  for  Pallas,  unimplor’d, 

Turns  his  ftrong  knuckles  ’gainft  the  folid  board. 
Not  fo  grim  Andreas  ; on  his  fbrinking  foe, 

From  high  defending,  falls  the  deadly  blow  r 
Stunnd  with  the  dreadlul  fiiock,  he  reels  around. 
And  pi  one  beneath  die  iide-board  bites  the  ground, 
d he  tottering  fabric  toll  from  hde  to  lide 
vy  ti  the  pale  hero  pours  the  fragrant  tide. 

As  Troy’s  fam’d  river,  when  defil’d  with  blood, 

Oer  young  Pelides  roll’d  the  foaming  flood; 

So  over  Jones,  as  ftretch’d  he  lay  fupine, 

Smok  d the  wide  deluge  of  o’erflowing  wine. 

This  Bruno  faw,  and  inftant  at  the  view. 

With  rage  unbounded  to  the  combat  flew  ; 

Swift  as  a whirlwind  he  purfued  his  way, 

Vv  here  valiant  Stentor  gain’d  the  glorious  day. 
Beneath  his  arm,  pale  flu-dents  preft  the  plain 
L,iKe  leaves  in  autumn,  or  like  droos  of  rain. 

Turn,  cowaid,  turn,  ’ th  indignant  warrior  cried ; 
The  hero  heard  him,  and  prepar’d  for  fight. 

Awed  at  the  fight,  the  trembling  crowd  defills, 

And  fiiuns  the  whiffling  of  their  dreadful  lifts. 

Juft  as  when  Humphries  on  the  lofty  ftage, 

And  quick  JVfendoza  bare  them  to  engage. 

Dr..  Jones,. author  of  the  Inquiry  into  the  State  of  Medicine. 
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Each  batter’d  bread  is  black  with  many  a wound, 
And  blows  unceafing  thro’  the  air  refound  ; 

While  the  glad  bucks  with  rapture  hail  the  fcene, 
And  gaze,  for  ever,  on  the  godlike  men. 

With  ftedfaft  eye,  great  Bruno  wide  furvey’d 
The  fpacious  round  of  Stentor’s  kingly  head ; 

But  recollection  bade  his  arm  ref  rain, 

Nor  idly  drive  where  mortal  force  was  vain. 

At  length  expos’d  a proper  place  he  fpied. 

Where  the  large  liver  fill'd  th’  encumber’d  fide. 

He  (truck  ; a mournful  groan  from  Stentor  broke, 
He  funk  beneath  the  unavoided  ftroke. 

He  falls ! he  falls ! the  hero  of  the  war ; 

His  batter’d  trunk  defil'd  with  many  a fear. 

His  foe  triumphing  drags  him  o'er  the  floor. 

And  fierce  expels  him  thro’  the  opening  door. 

His  abjedt  date,  his  trembling  fellows  fpy  ; 

Hopelc Is  of  triumph,  lo  ! they  run,  they  fly. 

The  conqueror  follows  with  intuiting  boaft. 

And  fwift  before  him  drives  the  routed  hoft. 

As  the  glad  ruftic  unto  Smithfield  fair, 

Thro’  the  long  path  impels  Iris  fleecy  care  ; 

Loud  as  he  fhouts  they  fcour  the  fmoking  plain. 
And,  faint  with  heat,  their  heaving  bofoms  drain: 
So  thefe  ; while  Bruno,  with  redoubled  blows, 
O’er  the  whole  throng  his  dex’trous  might  bedows. 
As  the  young  Tyro,  delicate  and  nice, 

With  lifted  pedle,  pounds  the  fragrant  fpice  ; 

With  order  due,  he  keeps  the  meafur’d  beat, 

And  dirill  the  mortar  echoes  thro’  the  dreet. 
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Or  as  in  homely  barn  the  fturdy  fwains, 

With  flails  uplifted,  thrafli  the  bouncing  grains  ; 
Patient  they  go,  in  long  gradation  round, 

And  quick  the  never-ceafing  thumps  refound. 
Far  from  the  clamour  Stentor  they  convey, 

And  ftretch’d  fupinelv  on  his  couch  difplay  ; 
There  unguents  fmooth  in  vifcous  torrents  ran. 
And  hall  embalm'd  the  mummy  of  a man. 
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THE  DESCENT  OF  PEAN. 


argument. 

P E A N condudteth  the  Hero  to  the  Top  of  the  Mount  of 
Vifions — fhoweth  him  the  Temples  and  Palaces  of  Augufta,  and 
more  efpecially  the  Oracle  in  Warwick-Lane — whither  the  Poten- 
tates pafs  in  due  Order — While  he  laudeth  their  Ardour,  he  of  a 
fudden  waxeth  wroth  at  the  Sight  of  a Public  Orator — His  Obfer- 
vations  on  the  Faculty — and  his  Inftructions  to  Bruno. 

The  Scene  fir  ft  on  the  Top  of  the  Mount,  then  in  the  Metro- 
polis— The  Time  continueth  till  Midnight. 


X 


L 


V 


\ 


■ : ,A  . ; ; ; - 

A 


"•  ‘ T 

< . . < • * 1 


« 

\ . 


i 


a 


T II  £ 


# 


brunoniA  b. 


canto  vi. 

JJOES  the  war  filence  P does  the  combat  clofe? 

And  fhall  the  hero  fink  in  foft  repofe  ? 

Hail  to  the  hand  which  laid  the  boafter  low. 

And  quell’d  the  dreadful  terrours  of  his  brow ! 
Halle,  and  the  verdant  laurel  bring  along ; 

From  every  bofom  burl!  the  boundlefs  fong  ; 

Ye  boon  alfociates,  bring  the  flowing  bowl, 

Intent  to  footh  the  mighty  mailer’s  foul : 

O ! let  his  heart  the  grateful  triumph  lhare, 

Like  great  Lenaeus  from  his  Indian  war. 

Ah  no ! o’er  all  let  facred  filence  reign  ; 

For  toils  and  labours  yet  unknown  remain. 

Swift  from  the  regions  of  unclouded  day, 

Through  the  fmooth  air  great  Pean  wings  his  way  ; 
xjiigh-.  on  his  cheeks  the  oloom  of  youth  apnears. 
And  o’er  his  fhoulders  wave  his  golden  hairs. 
Array’d  in  imiles  he  beckons  from  afar, 

And  fails  incumbent  on  .the  breezy  air  j 
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Earth  to  receive  him  fpreads  her  lofty  feat, 

And  towering  Arthur  rocks  beneath  his  feet. 

Obedient  where  the  guide  celeftiaUeaas, 

Xhe  hero  follows  through  the  fpacious  meads  ; 

While  the  chafte  moon,  amid  the  azure  fky. 

With  pomp  refulgent  glitters  from  on  high. 

His  toiliho'  feet  the  tedious  hill  aicend. 

And  low  at  Fean’s  facred  prefence  bend-  _ 

* Ye  Ghofts  of  Men  by  myitic  Science  ham. 

Who  roam  all  mournful  o’er  the  midnight  pkm 
Ye  Genii  who  the  fickly  bed  attend  ! 

And  thou,  ftern  Death,  the  grave  phyhcians  fnend  . 

Grant  me  in  folemn  numbers  to  relate, 

To  mortal  ears,  the  dark  decrees  of  Fate  , 

To  fine  the  dictates  of  great  Pean’s  tongue, 

When  pleafmg  thus  th’  harmonious  periods  rung  : 

.<  While  folemn  filence  calms  the  boundlefs  deeps, 

“ While  lull’d  to  (lumber  mute  creation  deeps, 

<c  j come,  defcending  through  the  airy  way, 

« faithful  nunciate  from  the  realms  01  day  ; 

« To  call  my  matchlefs  fons  ferene  and  great, 
a To  move  before  thee  in  majeftic  ilate  ; . 

« jrrom  Fate’s  decrees  to  chafe  th’  encumbering  gloom 

« And  {how  thee  vifions  of  the  years  to  come. 

« +But  firft  with  neftar  purge  thy  earthly  eyes,^ 

“ Brought  from  the  lucid  kingdoms  of  the  fkies. 

So  fpoke  the  god,  and,  from  a phial  tall,  ^ 

Dropp’d  the  pure  effence  on  each  imartmg  ball. 


* Sec  Virgil.  ^Eneis  vi. 


f See  Mil  to*. 
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Its  fovereign  power  the  wondering  chief  admir’d, 
Strong  as  it  port  his  mortal  frame  infpir’d. 

Clear  and  more  clear  he  views  the  blaze  of  light, 

And  boldly  looks  in  rnajefty  of  fight. 

Then  Pean  thus  : Thy  dazzled  orbs  unfold, 

And  Albion’s  huge  metropolis  behold ; 

“ Her  crowded  marts  enrich’d  with  gay  perfumes, 

“ Her  thoufand  turrets,  and  her  regal  domes  : 

“ from  Scotia’s  mountains  hither  lhalt  thou  fly, 
cc  And  breathe  the  breezes  of  a fouthern  fky. 

Behold,  where,  proudly  eminent  o’er  all, 

“ Nods  the  great  temple  of  refplendent  Paul ! 
cc  See,  near  its  walls,  that  memorable  place% 

“ Where  the  grim  porter  guards  a boifterous  race ; 
cc  Poor  piteous  remnant  which  phyficians  fpare, 
a Ah ! oft  exalted  finidfi;  the  realms  of  air ! 

“ And  fee  my  numerous  fons,  a goodly  train, 

“ And  all  the  fplendor  of  our  Warwick-lane  ! 

“ Lo  ! o’er  their  heads  what  groves  of  lancets  glare  ! 
w What  crowds  of  perukes  whiten  all  the  air  ! 

“ Far  o’er  the  throng  what  bland  enemas  fly, 

“ And,  urg’d  like  fountains,  fpout  their  ftreams  on  high ! 
“ What  fcrawls,  prefcriptions,  antiquated  rules  ! 

“ What  laws,  what  knives,  what  multitudes  of  tools ! 

££  Lo  ! L — ttf — e,  thundering  in  his  gilded  car, 

“ Refulgent  comes  ! Ye  impious  quacks,  beware  ! 

Hark!  as  hepaffes  injured  Whiteheadf  calls, 

“ See  ! Skeetef  indignant  waves  th’  expanded  fcrolls. 

* Newgate.  f See  their  publications  againft  thcDoctor. 
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u His  ear,  impervious  to  all  hoftile  found, 

£C  No  voice  can  foften,  no  invective  wound. 

Onward  he  rufhes,  ardent  to  engage, 

Where  the  cough  rattles,  and  the  quartans  rage ; 
u While  the  fad  fpirit  ftruggles  to  be  free, 
u But  goes  content  when  L—ttf— e has  his  fee. 

“ Behold!  where  Cr— kfh— s fol  ows  clofe  behind, 
u Some  deep  invention  labouring  in  his  mind, 

* c O’er  all  the  frame  his  bright  ideas  pry, 
u No  vifcus  Tcapes  his  penetrating  eye. 

4<  His  hand  th’  injection  through  each  tube  impells, 
u And  bold  and  clear  the  bright  lymphatic  fwells. 

“ Frelh  from  the  Hreet  where  facred  ^Thomas  Hands* 
u Lo  ! Cl — e difplays  his  blood-polluted  hands. 

Aloft  the  confecrated  knife  he  waves, 

&c  And  from  its  fides  the  crimfon  torrent  laves. 
u Well  can  he  trace  the  wide  meandering  wound, 

“ And  turn  the  ghaftly  fubject  round  and  round, 

M He  (hows  each  mufcle  with  precifion  rare, 

K And  fnuffs  the  aromatic  gale  from  far.  - 

u But  lo  t where,  frefh  from  Nature’s  forming  hands, 
u Blunt  and  fincere,  immortal  H— t— r Hands: 
u Unaw’d  by  fafhion’s  all-prevailing  fway, 
a Calm  and  compos’d  he  keeps  his  Heady  way ; 

“ StedfaH,  his  arm  the  deep  incifion  guides, 

“ While  from  their  channels  burH  the  crimfon  tides* 
u To  him,  ye  gentle  nymphs  of  Drury,  move, 
u Who  bear  the  fad  remains  of  haplefs  love: 


* St.  Thomas’s  Hofpital. 
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“ His  fovereign  power  the  fhameful  breach  fhall  clofe, 

41  Preferve  the  palate,  and  the  finking  nofe  : 
u No  trembling  daftard  he ; the  fame  to  him, 

“ To  quaff  his  bottle,  or  to  lop  a limb. 

" Still,  Hill,  my  P — tt,  amid  the  glorious  band, 

“ A yard  of  entrails  pendent  at  thy  hand ; 

“ Retire,  my  fon,  retire  from  all  alarms. 

Nor  Dound  exulting,  mid  the  clafh  of  arms. 
u Enough,  great  fire,  now  glory  can  no  more, 

4t  See  thoufand  vittims  on  the  Stygian  fliore! 
u Well  pleas’d  fhall  Charon  waft  thee  o’er  the  flood, 

“ All  Rain’d  and  crimfon’d  with  thy  country’s  blood ; 
t"  While  rolls  thy  name  in  life’s  revolving  11  reams, 

“ And  fhines  for  ever  in  thy  polifh’d  themes. 

“ Nearer  and  nearer  through  the  tumult  draws, 

“ In  fplendid  pomp,  the  majefty  of  H— w— s. 

“ Hark  ! from  his  lips  the  fwelling  notes  rebound, 

“ How  faint  in  fenfe,  but  how  fublime  in  found! 

“ + For  victims  refeued  from  the  ’whelming  wave, 

“ When  Hope  itfelf  denied  the  power  to  fave, 

“ Refulgent  Fame  extends  the  circling  crown, 

“ And  foft  Humanity  falutes  her  fon. 

“ But  fee,  my  Bruno,  where  in  fullen  guife, 

“ Thy  country’s  offspring  comes,  the  great  F— rd—ce. 

“ Like  thine,  his  features,  with  vermilion  bright, 

“ Refleft  a radiance  on  the  face  of  night. 

“ Not  he  to  gruel’s  flender  fway  confign’d, 

“ No  thin  potations  damp  his  daring  mind. 

* This  was  written  before  his  death. 

t Alluding  to  the  Humane  Society,  of  which  he  is  a principal  member. 
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«t  Smiles  the  weak  patient  as  he  takes  his  way, 

“ And  port  fupplies  the  place  of  exit  d tea. 

a Hark ! hark ! from  far  what  doubling  thunder  fwells ! 

“ What  noife  of  horfes ! and  what  clafh  of  wheels ! 

« He  comes ! he  comes ! refiftlefs  through  the  throng, 

« S—d—rs  the  bold,  the  bulky,  and  the  ftrong. 
a see  i ’midft  the  prefs  the  frnoking  chariot  goes, 

« While  many  a hero  mourns  his  aching  toes. 

“ Hail,  dread  phyfician!  how  divinely  iairi 
44  How  vaft  the  fplendor  of  thy  powder  d hair ! 

“ From  year  to  year  thy  humour  ftill  toe  fame, 

« Keen  as  the  fplendor  of  thy  chymic  flame. 

“ O frail  condition  of  all  mortal  ftate . 
u xhat  worth  like  thine  fhould  bow  to  angry  fate ! 
u Yet  thou  ere  long  mail  give  thy  frolics  o’er, 

“ And  plaufive  youths  attend  thy  wit  no  more ; 

“ While  o’er  thee  Fame  her  labouring  lungs  fhal!  drain, 

« Anc{  «■  Guy’s  fad  patients  mourn  their  monarch  flain. 

« gy e<  sk — e,  my  child,  why  thus  ingloi  ious  piod? 

“ Why  thus  obiequious  to  his  awiul  nod  ? 

« Haft  thou  not  wifdom  ? Be  that  wifdom  fliown, 
u And  rife  fublime  by  merit  all  thy  own. 

“ Hath  not  gay  London  tutor’d  thee  oi  yore, 
u And  wifer  Scotland  open'd  all  her  ftore  ? 
u Kife  then,  my  fon,  while  youth  infpires  thee  rife  ; 

“ Be  bold,  be  great,  be  virtuous,  and  be  wne. 

« Sweet  child  of  nature,  form’d  all  hearts  t engage, 

« Gay  youth’s  allurements  mix’d  with  fober  age  ; 

“ Long, 


* Guy’s  HofpitaL 
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“ Lono>  Iong  in  life’s  tumultuous  mazes  tried, 

“ No  drowfy  pedant,  and  no  Have  of  pride  ; 

All  hail,  my  L — d — r,  whole  benignant  mind, 
By  learning  polifh’d,  and  by  tafle  refin’d, 

Is  Ikill’d  alike  o’er  clalfic  ground  to  ftray, 

Oi  cautious  rove  in  phyfic’s  thorny  way. 

“ To  thee  tIie  matron  pours  her  earneft  prayer, 

“ ^-nd  glves  her  burden  to  thy  tender  care. 

“ F ond  maids,  by  haplefs  love  condemn’d  to  grief, 
Halle  to  thy  manfion,  and  expefl  relief. 

“ (Vain>  va'n  the  wilh  to  fly  from  fad  difgrace, 

“ When  fruitful  nature  multiplies  apace.) 

“ Stern  and  unmov’d  thy  ftubborn  foul  remains, 

“ Deaf  to  fweet  beauty’s  plaint,  and  beauty’s  pains. 
“ But  hark ! the  midwife  calls,  no  longer  flay, 

“ blalte  to  the  fummons  ; hafte,  my  fon,  away.” 

Great  Pean  paus’d : unmov’d  the  hero  flood. 

And  roll'd  his  eyes  o’er  all  the  mingled  crowd  ; 
They , thick  as  infetts  ’neath  a fummer’s  Iky, 

To  the  lull  concourfe  from  each  ftreet  drew  nigh : 
From  fide  to  fide  the  mingling  murmurs  flow’d^ 

And  each  brave  breaft  with  various  pallions  glow’d. 
Some,  far  in  theory’s  wild  meanders  toft, 

Harangu’d  the  throng  till  thought  itfelf  was  loll  : 
Others  to  practice  loudly  made  appeal, 

And  curs’d  the  reft  as  foes  to  public  weal : 

While  in  the  hall,  in  grave  and  folemn  Hate, 

The  reverend  college  fat  in  deep  debate. 

No  vulgar  dogma  caus’d  the  glorious  ftrife, 

No  fymptom,  harbinger  of  death  or  life. 
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To  thoughts  fo  mean  can  learned  doftors  bow  ? 

The  caufe  debated  was  a patient’s  toe. 

Then  Pean  thus  : “ My  fon,  the  fcene  behold, 

“ How  loud  their  tongues,  their  eloquence  how  bold ; 

“ How  ftrong  their  arguments,  their  wit  how  keen  ; 

“ What  angry  features,  what  indignant  mien  ! 

“ From  civil  brawls  forbear,  my  fons,  forbear, 
a Nor  plunge  your  pupils  in  the  woes  or  war. 

Here  ceas’d  the  god,  his  voice  by  rage  fupprelt ; 

Wide  boil’d  the  tumult  in  his  troubled  bread. 

Scarce  could  his  eyes  the  hideous  fhock  fuftain, 

Till  thus  his  tuneful  tongue  purfued  again  : 

“ Oh  heavens!  what  lights!  what  pangs!  what  pains!  what  lacks’ 
“ A herd  of  fcoundrels ! and  a tribe  of  quacks ! 

“ My  noble  art  a bale  employment  made, 

“ Difgrac’d,  and  levell’d  with  the  meaneft  trade  ! 

« gee ! the  puff’d  orator  erefted  Hands, 

“ Shakes  his  huge  wig,  and  waves  his  agile  hands. 

“ * And  what  is  he,  who,  brilk  and  debonair, 

« With  frame  inverted  fhakes  his  heels  in  air  ? 

“ O favour  d ille,  with  every  folly  fraught, 

« Nurfe  of  all  ranks  from  every  region  brought! 

« How  can  thy  fons,  who,  warm  in  thy  defence, 

“ Expire  for  freedom,  bear  the  lofs  of  fenfe  ? 

« Is’t  not  enough  thy  falutary  laws, 

“ For  gold,  can  bend  to  vice  or  virtue’s  caufe  P 

* This  cuftom,  of  the  itinerant  do&or’s  attendant  inverting  the  order  of  nature,  is 
thought  by  many  to  be  no  unapt  emblem  of  his  praftice ; the  head  where  the  tail  fhould  be. 
We  cannot  however  agree  with  them ; fince,  when  properly  examined,  we  believe  it  will  be 
a difficult  matter  to  find  either  the  one  or  the  other. 
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“ That,  lull’d  in  downy  eafe,  thy  grave  divines 
“ Can  fwear  or  pray,  as  various  tafte  inclines  ? 

“ Muft  my  own  phyfic  too  inglorious  bend, 

“ Form’d  and  adapted  to  the  vileft  end  ? 

“ O brighteft  fcience,  how  profound  thy  fall ! 

“ O fweet  philofophy,  how  vain  thy  call ! 

“ But  fee,  afar,  the  curfl  proceffion  flies, 

“ And  happier  profpects  glad  my  cheerful  eyes. 

“ Again,  my  genuine  fons,  a faithful  band, 

“ Like  fwarms  of  locufts,  cover  all  the  land. 

“ Tremendous  * Stephenfon,  with  angry  eye, 

“ Glares  on  the  tumult  as  it  paffes  by. 

“ See,  with  what  care  their  dex’trous  organs  fcan 
“ t How  ftridt  mechanic  the  machine  of  man. 

“ How  fwift  they  move ! difcourfing  all  the  while 
“ Of  morbid  matter,  and  redundant  bile. 

“ Their  hands  how  bufy,  how  intent  their  fouls, 

“ On  writing  pamphlets,  and  infpecting  ftoolsi 
“ Thus  hands  confeft  the  lurking  foe  explor’d  ; 

“ Thus,  by  the  herald,  they  defcry  the  lord. 

“ See,  the  learn’d  chymift  o’er  the  tow'ring  blaze, 

“ Abforpt  in  thought,  proceeds  from  maze  to  maze : 

* “ The  great  pathologifi,  with  quill  difplay’d, 

“ Beholds  the  train  of  fymptoms  rife  and!  fade ; 

* See  this  gentleman’s  Obfervations  on  Blood-letting,  &c.  where  the  Faculty  is  plenti- 
fully  befpattered  with  a multitude  of  inve&ives. 

f Phyfiologifts  have  confidered  the  body  as  an  hydraulic  machine,  and  have  difeovered 
therein  the  various  mechanical  powers,  as  pulleys,  levers,  &c.  This  idea  has  by  feme  been 
carried  to  the  utmoft;  the  heart  being  compared  to  the  pendulum  of  a clock,  and  the  brain 
to  the  wheels. 
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“ Selects  the  chief,  and  boldly  levels  there 
“ The  thunder  of  his  pharmaceutic  war ; 

“ While,  overpower’d,  when  drooping  reafonf  ils, 

“ Aloft  thro’  air  triumphant  fancy  fails. 

“ But  ah  ! my  l'on,  how  vain  thy  fruitlefs  pains! 

“ Still,  {fill,  untouch’d  the  parent  flock  remains ; 

“ And,  as  each  one  beneath  thy  valour  dies, 

“ Prompt  in  its  head  a hundred  hydras  rife. 

“ Lo ! in  his  cell,  amid  the  gloom  of  night, 

“ Where  Ihines  the  taper,  pores  a wondrous  wight 
“ Patient  he  roves  th’  experimental  field, 

“ While  to  his  valour  thoufand  viftims  yield. 

“ See,  throngs  on  throngs  purfue  the  bloody  game, 
“ Ev’n  youthful  tyroes  catch  th’  infectious  flame. 

“ Surely  her  head  muff  facred  Science  raife, 

“ Upheld  by  champions  unappall’d  like  thefe. 

“ Yet,  hard  it  feems,  at  pleafure’s  roving  call, 

“ Unwept,  that  patient  innocence  fhould  fall. 

“ Ah  turn,  my  ion,  I hear  the  wailful  moans, 

« Through  all  her  fcenes  afflicted  Nature  groans. 

“ But  go,  my  Bruno,  to  the  South  repan  ; 

“ To  aid  our  generous  art,  be  thine  the  care. 

“ Around  thy  chair  fhali  welcome  pupils  wait, 
u Where  the  great  Devil  * guards  his  awful  gate ; 

“ While  heroes’  heads,  aloft,  o’er  i emple  Bar , 

“ Like  martyr’d  fubjecls  glitter  from  afai. 

Teach  them,  my  fon,  in  every  various  frame, 

“ How  parent  Nature  operates  the  fame  ; . 

* The  Devil  Tavern,  where  he  delivered  his  firft  LeAures. 
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“ What  vaft  effefts  from  fimple  caufes  fpring, 

“ Afflia  alike  the  beggar  and  the  king. 

With  laptur  d eye,  the  whole  creation  view, 

“ What  fair  variety,  yet  all  how  true  : 

“ How  great,  how  fimple  the  Creator’s  plan, 

“ Nor  leah  his  grand,  his  chiefeft  creature  man. 

“ With  peruke  huge  enfold  thy  reverend  head  : 

“ To  the  gilt  chariot  yoke  the  bounding  Heed  ; 

!1  Still,  as  of  old,  on  foot  the  vulgar  war, 

“ Each  chief  deals  fury  from  his  lofty  car. 

“ Yet  ah  ! behold  Elyfian  profpe&s  fail, 

“ And  dark  and  gloomy  frowns  the  horrid  jail. 

“ Yet,  yet  endure,  reftrain  the  gulhing  tear, 

“ The  hero's  boa  ft  is,  never  to  defpair. 

“ Again  ere  long  lhall  happier  profpefts  fhine, 

“ And  Freedom  call  thee  to  her  facred  Ihrine ; 

“ Again  lhall  Flora  grace  the  purple  fpring, 

“ And  merry  Peter  fatirize  his  king, 

“ Still  lhall  grim  Cenfure  wake  her  venom’d  ftrain, 
“ And  Perfecution  lead  her  hifliner  train  • 

“ But  thou,  my  fon,  fhalt  learn,  unmov’d,  to  bear 
“ The  taunt  calumnious,  and  the  harmlefs  jeer ; 

“ The  wayward  follies  of  a Hiding  age, 

“ Indignant  Malice,  Envy’s  fierceft  rage  ; 

“ Triumphant  climb  the  mountain’s  haughty  brow, 
“ And  hear,  ferene,  the  thunder  growl  below  ; 

“ Till  hire,  at  length,  the  fatal  moments  come, 

“ And  Glory  binds  her  laurel  round  thy  tomb.” 

Here  ceas’d  the  god  (while  low  the  hero  bows) ; 
The  blaze  effulgent  glitters  round  his  brows: 


86 


THE  B R U N O N I A D. 


And  while  from  far  the  clocks  foncrous  toll, 
And  village  maftiffs  raife  the  midnight  howl, 
Through  fields  of  liquid  air  aloft  he  flies, 
And  fkims  the  ftarry  kingdoms  of  the  fkies ; 
Till  glad  he  hails  the  radiant  domes  above, 
And  quaffs  his  ne&ar  in  the  court  of  Jove. 
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